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WHEN  I  PLACE  THIS  BOaK  UNDER  TOUR  INVOCATION, 

;^  MY  DEAR  ELLEN, 

CD 

^^  IT  IS  TO  ONE  OF  THE  HAPPIEST  OF  WOMEN 

-^ 

^__j  THAT  I  INSCRIBE 

^  THE  STORY  OF  A  SAD  WOMAn's  LIFE  ; 


^  BUT   THERE   IS   NOTHING  IN   IT    THAT    WILL  HARM   YOU, 
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ANY   MORE   THAN   IN   THE 

TRUE    AND    WARM    AFFECTION    WITH    WHICH, 

FROM    THE   DARKER    SIDE    OF   LIFE, 

I  OFFER  IT  TO  YOU 

WHO     ARE     IN     THE     LIGHT. 


PREFACE. 


It  is  a  shabby  expedient  to  begin  a  novel  with  a 
theory;  but  it  may,  perhaps,  be  excused  on  the  plea 
that  the  novel  has  not  been  constructed  to  suit  the 
theory,  though  the  author  feels  herself  justified  in 
making  use  of  one  to  account  for  her  work.  It  has 
always  been  my  opinion  that,  as  the  great  value  of 
fiction  lies  in  its  power  of  delineating  life,  there  may 
be  cases  in  which  it  may  assume  to  a  certain  extent  the 
form  of  biography:  I  do  not  mean  of  autobiography, 
which  is  sufficiently  common  in  novels;  but  that  the 
writer  of  fiction  may  occasionally  be  permitted  to  sup- 
plement the  work  of  the  serious  biographer  —  to  depict 
scenes  which  never  could  be  depicted  as  happening  to 
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any  actual  individual,  and  to  reveal  sentiments  whicli 
may  be  in  many  minds,  but  which  none  would  care  in 
their  own  person  to  give  expression  to.  I  do  not 
believe  that  there  ever  was,  or  could  be,  in  this  world, 
a  wholly  true,  candid,  and  unreserved  biography,  re- 
vealing all  the  dispositions,  or  even,  without  exception, 
all  the  facts  of  any  existence.  Indeed,  the  thing  is 
next  to  impossible:  since,  in  that  case,  the  subject  of 
the  biography  must  be  a  man  or  woman  without  re- 
serve, without  delicacy,  and  without  those  secrets  which 
are  ine\atable  even  to  the  most  stainless  spirit.  Even 
fiction  itself,  which  is  less  responsible,  can  in  many  in- 
stances only  skim  the  surface  of  the  real.  Most  people 
must  be  aware ,  in  their  own  experience ,  that  of  those 
passages  of  their  lives  which  have  affected  them  most 
they  could  give  only  the  baldest  description  to  their 
friends;  and  that  their  saddest  and  supremest  mome'hts 
are  hidden  by  instinct  in  their  own  hearts,  and  pever 
find  any  expression.  It  is  only  in  the  region  of  ;  ure 
invention  and  imagination  that  the  artist  can  find  a 
model  who  has  no  secrets  from  him,  but  lies  all  open 
and  disclosed  to  his  investigation. 

Life   thus   taken   up   in   its   general   course   is-,    no 
doubt,    full    of  broken    threads   and   illogical   conclu- 
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sions,  and  lacks  altogether  the  unity  of  the  regularly- 
constructed  fiction,  which  confines  itself  to  the  grace- 
ful task  of  conducting  two  virtuous  young  persons 
through  a  labyrinth  of  difficulties  to  a  happy  mar- 
riage. I  am  far  from  despising  the  instinct  which  con- 
fines the  art  of  story-telling  within  these  limits,  but 
think  it,  on  the  contrary,  as  wise  as  it  is  natural 5 
yet  at  the  same  time  everybody  knows  that  there 
are  many  lives  which  only  begin  after  that  first  fair 
chapter  of  youthful  existence  is  completed:  as  also  that 
there  are  many  more  which  end,  so  far  as  there  is  any 
interest  or  vitality  in  them,  before  the  other  great  con- 
clusion which  finishes  all,  so  far  as  human  vision 
goes.  I  will  not  say  that  the  following  Story  has  been 
Avritten  to  carry  out  such  a  theory,  which  would  not 
be  true.  It  has  grown  out  of  much  more  natural  and 
less  premeditated  causes;  but  that  this  theory  is  one 
which  may  justify  the  story;  and  as  such  I  leave  it  in 
thefjreader's  hands. 

It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say  that  such  a  theory 
forbids  in  the  strongest  manner  any  transcript  from 
actual  life,  or  exploitation  of  any  individual  story. 
Such  an  expedient,  which  I  hold  to  be  utterly  un- 
justifiable in  any  case,  would  be  at  once  dishonourable 
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and  foolish  in  this.  So  far  as  Ai-t  is  concerned,  I  do 
not  think  that  Truth,  for  her  support,  has  any  need 
of  Fact. 

M.  0.  W.  0. 


CONTENTS 

OP      VOLUME       I. 


Page 

CHAPTEB    I.    William  Stanfield 1 

—  n.     The  Stepmother 10 

—  in.     Agnes 17 

—  rV.     The  Blacksmith's  Walk 29 

—  V.     The  Hall 44 

—  VI.    Beatrice 53 

—  Vn.    After  Dinner 61 

—  Vin.     The  Blacksmith's  Resolution 67 

—  rx.    By  Chance 76 

—  X.     The  Blacksmith's  Defeat 82 

—  XI.    Plighting  Troth 89 

—  xn.    How  the  News  was  told 101 

—  XIII.    How  it  was  Received 113 

—  XrV.     The  Efforts  of  the  Family 124 

—  XV.    A  Domestic  Traitor 136 

—  XVI.     The  Father  and  the  Lover 148 

—  XVn.     The  Blacksmith  and  the  Gentl-eman         ...  157 

—  XVm.    Mrs.  Freke's  Advice 167 

—  XIX.    Her  Share 180 

—  XX.    End  of  the  Struggle 187 

—  XXI.     The  Marriage 196 

—  XXII.     The  Wedding  Tour 207 

—  XXIII.     The  First  Stop 216 

—  XXIV.     Lady  Charlton's  Visit 228 

—  XXV.     Jack  Charlton   .         ,.-....  240 


XII 


CONTENTS   OF   VOLUME  I. 


Page 

CHAPTER  XXVI.    Lady  Betty 252 

—  XXVn.     The  First  Quarrel 262 

—  XXVIIL    After 270 

—  XXIX.    Roger's  Letters 284 

—  XXX.     Living  on  Nothing 296 

—  XXXI.  What  they  thought  in  England    ....  305 

—  XXXII.    Disenchantment 317 

—  XXXIIL     The  Doctor's  Counsel 327 

—  XXXIV.     Once  More  in  England 341 


AGNES 


CHAPTER  I. 

William    Stanfield, 

"I  AM  not  one  to  waste  words,  nor  to  argue  with 
them  as  shuts  their  ears;  but  if  she  was  my  girl,  I 
woukln't  have  her  sitting  there  decked  up,  waiting  for 
the  young  squire,  not  if  you  was  to  give  me  a  hundred 
pounds;  and  so  I  tell  you,  master,  for  your  own  sake 
and  hers  both,  though  she  never  was  more  than  civil 
to  me." 

"Decked  up?"  said  William  Stanfield.  He  lifted 
his  mild  large  eyes  upon  his  wife  with  a  half-wondering 
tolerant  calm.  She  was  angry;  she  could  not  com- 
prehend the  real  state  of  affairs.  The  blacksmith  him- 
self was  slow  to  wrath  and  of  a  composed  and  steady 
nature.  Even  though  his  daughter  was  the  apple  of 
his  eye,  he  could  make  excuses  for  her  stepmother. 
He  showed  nothing  but  surprise  in  the  lifting  of  those 
large  soft  brown  eyes,  which  were  calm,  and  open,  and 
unfathomable  like  those  of  the  ox-eyed  Juno.  "Decked 
up?"  he  repeated  the  words  with  an  inquiring  glance. 

"Well!"  said  the  woman,  with  a  little  defiance, 
"she  never  is  dressed  what  I  call  according  to  her  rank 
in  life;  but  to  see  her  a-sitting  up  there  in  the  parlour, 
with  her  nice  collars  and  cuffs,  a  pair  every  day,,  and 
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a  bit  o'  nice  needle-work,  and  her  hair  brushed  till 
it's  like  a  looking-glass,  is  more  than  enough  for  my 
patience;  —  just  as  a  gentleman  likes  to  find  her,  that 
is;  if  she  was  stirring  about  and  helping  me  work, 
with  a  nice  print  apron  and  a  tidy  cap,  it  would 
be  long  enough  before  young  Trevelyan  would  have 
looked  the  side  of  the  road  she  was  on." 

"Meaning  Agnes?"  said  the  blacksmith,  with  a 
momentary  lifting  of  his  eyebrows  and  a  smile.  "Well, 
I  don't  think  it's  the  collars  and  the  cuffs  exactly;  — 
but  never  mind,  Sally,  I'll  take  care  of  the  child. 
Young  Trevelyan  is  a  bit  of  a  goose,  between  you 
and  me.  Agnes  would  not  give  twopence  for  him,  or 
any  like  him.     You  don't  know  her  yet,  my  dear." 

'"''Don't  I  know  her?  and  all  her  sort  —  sly  puss!" 
cried  the  enraged  Mrs.  Stanfield;  "mark  my  words, 
master,  or  you'll  be  took  in  and  brought  to  shame. 
Agnes  wouldn't  mind  the  seriousest  word  you  could 
say  to  her  as  much  as  she  minds  the  light  looks  of  the 
young  squire.  Whatever  he  says,  that's  gospel;  what- 
ever he  likes,  she  likes.  It's  not  as  I  mean  there's 
anything  bad  in  the  girl,"  continued  the  stepmother, 
seeing  her  husband's  face  darken,  "it's  nature,  that's 
what  it  is  —  she's  young  and  he's  handsome,  and  has 
nicer  manners  than  folks  in  her  own  class  of  life;  — 
and  then  he's  a  gentleman  and  would  make  a  lady  of 
her " 

"Stop  there  —  I  might  get  angry  before  I  knew 
it,"  said  William  Stanfield.    "Stop  there  —  I  tell  you, 

Sally,  you  know  no  more  about  my  Agnes But 

never  mind;  you've  done  your  duty  in  warning  me  — 
and  don't  you  be  afraid  but  I'll  take  care  of  my 
child." 
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"If  it  hadn't  been  for  your  fancy  to  keep  her  in 
youi-  own  hands  —  as  if  a  man  was  more  likely  to 
understand  a  girl's  vagaries  than  one  as  was  a  mother 
herself —  I'd  have  spoken  then  and  there,"  said  the 
stepmother,  "but  I've  always  give  in  to  you,  master, 
as  you  know.  You  married  me  out  of  kindness,  to 
give  me  an  'ome  —  and  I'm  not  ungrateful  to  fly  in 
your  face,  nor  go  against  you.  I'm  only  telling  you 
just  to  mind,  or,  mark  my  words,  you'll  be  took  in 
and  brought  to  shame." 

"Brought  to  ?  what  word  was  that  you  said?" 

said  the  blacksmith,  fixing  upon  her  his  broad  brown 
eyes.  There  was  a  momentary  flash  of  indignation  in 
those  orbs,  but  no  rage  or  violence  —  yet  the  voluble 
wife  quailed  before  them.  She  grew  silent  at  once, 
trembled,  put  her  apron  to  her  eyes  —  sobbed  that  she 
did  not  mean  anything.  Then  the  gleam  which  had 
for  the  instant  thrown  what  almost  seemed  a  red  light 
over  his  face  died  out  of  William  Stanfield's  steady 
looks.  He  said  quietly  "I  am  busy,"  and  went  into 
the  smithy,  at  the  door  of  which  they  had  been  standing. 
His  wife,  with  a  demeanour  much  subdued  and  softened, 
withdi'ew  also,  crossing  the  yard  of  the  forge  towards 
a  very  clean  outer  stair,  which  led  up  to  the  house. 
The  blacksmith  of  Windholm  had  a  large  business, 
being  well  known  and  much  respected  in  the  country. 
His  house  fronted  to  the  High  Street,  close  upon  the 
green.  The  entrance  to  the  forge  was  by  a  low  arch- 
way, over  which  were  the  kitchen  and  parlour  of  his 
habitation;  opening  from  the  archway  were  some  store- 
rooms, where  the  blacksmith  kept  sundry  articles  of 
his  own  and  some  of  other  people's;  —  so  that  his 
house  was  entkely  above,   and  could  be  entered  only 
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hy  tliat  open  outer  stair,  clean  as  sand  and  scrubbing 
could  make  it,  by  wliicli  liis  wife  now  returned,  cowed 
and  put  down,  to  mind  her  own  business  and  see  what 
Agnes  might  be  about. 

William  Stanfield,  the  blacksmith  of  Windholm, 
was  perhaps  of  all  the  men  in  the  village  the  most 
respected  and  looked  up  to.  He  was  well-to-do,  which 
of  course  had  some  share  in  the  general  regard,  and 
had  come  of  people  well-to-do  from  the  third  or  fourth 
generation.  The  clergyman  himself  was  not  a  greater 
authority  in  the  parish.  It  was  not  that  his  sagacity 
was  extraordinary,  for  he  had  been  deceived  now  and 
then  like  other  people,  and  had  never  concealed  the 
fact;  —  nor  that  he  was  clever  above  his  neighbours, 
for  the  public  of  Windholm  was  thoroughl}''  aware  that 
to  get  the  "rights"  of  any  business  fairly  into  William 
Stanfield's  head,  required  a  degree  of  perseverance  and 
patience  difficult  to  attain;  especially  in  regard  to  all 
kinds  of  chicanery,  tricks,  and  meanness,  nothing  could 
exceed  the  obtusity  of  the  blacksmith's  intellect  —  and 
he  nowise  prided  himself  upon  his  powers  of  mind,  or 
indeed  upon  any  powers  whatever,  though  he  had  a 
gratified  half-consciousness  of  his  own  influence  in  the 
little  community.  His  strength,  however,  lay,  not  in 
his  talents  but  in  his  character.  He  was  the  sub- 
limated honest  man,  brave  homme,  ffalantuomo,  of  Wind- 
holm.  In  him  the  transparency,  the  manful  siugle- 
mindedness  and  pure  honour  of  an  ideal  Englishman 
had  attained  realization.  There  was  nobody  within 
twenty  miles,  good  or  bad,  who  would  not  have  trusted 
house  or  land,  widow  or  orphan,  to  William  Stanfield 
with  the  most  utter  certainty  of  his  truth  to  the  trust. 
No  squire  or  gentleman  of  the  district  came  within  a 
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liunclred  miles  of  liim  in  this  respect.  To  doubt  the 
bhicksmith  avouUI  have  been  the  same  as  to  doubt 
whether  the  pillars  of  earth  stood  fast,  had  any  daring- 
sceptic  ventured  on  such  a  notion;  but  no  such  infidel 
had  ever  yet  appeared  at  Windholm.  He  was  slow  in 
many  things,  this  worthiest  man  of  the  village  — 
above  all  slow  to  wrath,  all  but  impervious  to  suspicion, 
slow  to  believe  anything  that  it  was  shame  or  sorrow 
to  hear  of.  The  mild  broad  light  of  his  eyes  scarcely 
ever  quickened  out  of  that  repose  and  tranquillity 
which  made  you  think  instinctively  of  the  large,  silent, 
unspeakable  orbs  in  some  dumb  creature's  face,  and  of 
the  grand  ox-eyes  of  the  heathen-queen  of  heaven.  His, 
too,  were  ox-eyes  —  large,  soft,  brown,  impenetrable, 
full  of  a  silent  though tfulness ,  that  never  found  ex- 
pression except  in  that  good  life  which  was  more 
eloquent,  a  thousand  times,  than  any  words.  Had  Paul 
and  Barnabas  been  afloat  on  the  world  in  our  day,  they 
would  have  been  brought  unanimously,  by  universal 
consent  of  the  crowd,  to  William  Stanfi eld's  door,  had 
they  gone  to  Windholm  —  whose  house  being  worthy, 
they  would  not  have  departed  from  while  they  remained 
in  the  place  —  who  would  have  washed  their  feet  and 
spread  their  board,  and  listened  with  reverence  and 
candour  but  slow  conviction,  saying  little  while  the 
Divine  message  worked  slowly  in  his  heart.  But  he 
was  a  man  of  little  book  learning,  no  reading  to  speak 
of,  and  altogether  of  an  unintellectual  development; 
though  there  were  thoughts  in  him  such  as  few  have 
—  delicacies  which  few  people  understood  —  and  a 
certain  poetic  element  in  the  worth  which  was  so 
practical  and  real.  Such  was  the  blacksmith,  the  ideal 
man  of  Windholm. 
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Few  people,  liowever,  quite  approved  of  tlie  way 
in  which  he  had  brought  up  his  daughter.  His  wife 
had  died  so  long  ago,  that  Agnes  had  only  her 
father  to  look  after  her  education.  Being  the  only 
child  of  a  man  well-to-do,  nobody  would  have  been 
surprised  had  Agnes  Stanfield  been  sent  to  a  boarding- 
school  and  made  as  much  of  a  fine  lady  as  is  prac- 
ticable to  a  tradesman's  daughter  in  a  village;  but  no- 
thing of  the  kind  was  attempted  with  the  girl.  It  was 
the  imperceptible  difference  in  the  training  and  the 
evident  difference  in  the  result  which  puzzled  and 
nettled  the  AVindholm  folks.  Agnes  had  gone  to  Miss 
Thompson's  school  like  all  the  other  girls,  and  had 
learned  a  little  music  and  crochet-work,  just  like  the 
rest,  to  make  the  writing  and  spelling  palatable.  She 
never  had  any  finishing,  any  masters ,  or  supernumerary 
lessons,  such  as  had  gone  to  the  perfecting  of  Miss 
Rogers,  the  baker's  daughter-,  and,  like  all  her  young 
contemporaries,  she  was  superficial  in  what  she  did 
know,  and  had  only  a  thin  top-dressing  of  education 
laid  upon  the  natural  soil.  But  though  exactly  the 
same  in  all  these  respects,  Agnes  Stanfield,  in  herself, 
was  totally  different  from  the  others,  and  not  to  be  iden- 
tified with  them  in  any  vulgar  classification.  Why? 
nobody  could  tell.  The  fact  puzzled  everybody  in 
Windholm  —  puzzled  a  little,  and  vexed  herself,  poor 
child,  who  wondered  at  the  little  gulf,  certainly  not  of 
her  own  making,  between  herself  and  her  old  school- 
fellows. As  nobody,  however,  could  make  out  how 
this  was,  the  natural  and  only  resource  remaining  was 
to  blame  the  blacksmith.  Perhaps  it  endeared  him  the 
more  to  his  admiring  constituency  that  he  was  thus 
demonstrated  not  to  be  perfect.     After  a  cordial   con- 
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fession  of  fciltli  in  the  village  Scage,  it  was  comforting 
to  say,  "But  I  don't  approve  all  the  same  of  the  way 
he's  brought  up  that  girl  o'  his;"  or,  "He's  not  been 
judicious  about  Agnes,  I  must  say,  but  then  it  couldn't 
be  expected  as  a  man  should  know  how  to  bring  up  a 
bit  of  a  girl."  "He  ought  to  have  took  in  a  good 
stepmother  to  her  as  long  as  she  didn't  know  no  dif- 
ference," said  the  women;  "but  la!  when  he  did  marry, 
to  think  as  "William  Stanfield  should  make  a  mistake 
like  that."  For  within  the  last  two  years  it  had 
become  apparent  that  there  were  two  weak  points  in 
the  blacksmith's  character  —  not  only  his  treatment  of 
his  daughter,  but  his  choice  of  a  wife. 

To  be  sure,  it  was  easy  to  perceive  with  half  an 
eye,  as  they  stood  together  at  the  smithy  door,  she 
remonstrating,  he  listening,  that  the  second  Mrs.  Stan- 
field  was  not  like  her  husband.  The  first  Mrs.  Stan- 
field  had  been  little  more  than  a  girl  —  sweet  tempered, 
blue-eyed,  a  pretty,  modest  creature  —  one  of  the 
flowers  of  the  village,  of  whom  nobody  knew  anything 
more  than  that  she  was  pretty  to  look  at  and  sweet  to 
listen  to,  when  the  young  broken-hearted  husband  laid 
her  in  her  grave.  Twenty  years  the  blacksmith  had 
lived  solitary,  without,  so  far  as  the  village  knew, 
looking  twice  at  any  woman  all  the  time.  What  was 
it  that  roused  him  out  of  the  tranquillity  of  his  life? 
If  it  had  been  In  the  days  of  witchcraft,  of  love  phil- 
ters and  potions,  the  village  would  have  decided  the 
matter  more  easily.  Agnes  was  nearly  twenty,  her 
father's  constant  companion  — -  and  no  mother  in  Bel- 
gravla  could  be  more  careful  of  her  daughter's  asso- 
ciates than  was  the  blacksmith  of  Windholm  that  no- 
body unmeet  should  approach  his  woman-child.     What 
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tempted  him  then,  in  the  composure  of  his  maturer 
years,  to  bring  that  red-haired,  high-coloured,  impatient 
vagrant  of  a  woman  into  the  house  which  hitherto  had 
been  a  model  of  quiet  domestic  management?  Nobody 
could  tell.  It  was  the  only  mystery  in  William  Stan- 
field's  life.  She  would  have  been  a  scold  and  a  ter- 
magant in  any  house  but  his;  and  even  in  his  house 
she  was  a  vehement,  noisy,  troublesome  presence,  al- 
ways in  motion,  always  in  commotion,  startling  all  the 
old  usages  of  the  place.  She  was  a  widow,  and  had 
children  of  her  own  —  two  rough  boys,  whom  she 
carried  with  her  to  the  blacksmith's,  to  aggravate  all 
her  other  shortcomings,  and  a  daughter  whom  nobody 
had  seen,  who  was  at  school,  as  Mrs.  Stanfield  boasted 
incessantly.  How  William  Stanfield  could  have  taken 
such  a  person  to  be  his  daughter's  companion  and 
governor,  to  disturb  and  revolutionize  his  house,  to 
introduce  new  elements  of  noise  and  discord  hitherto 
unknown , '  to  disturb  the  very  air  with  hasty  move- 
ments and  loud  speech,  was  totally  incomprehensible 
to  the  surrounding  world.  From  the  clergy-women  of 
Windholm  down  to  the  charwomen,  the  question  was 
discussed  with  but  one  conclusion.  "The  men  are  all 
fools,  my  dear,  where  women  are  concerned,"  said  the 
wife  of  the  rector  to  the  wife  of  the  curate;  and  so 
said,  in  difi'erent  and  perhaps  more  piquant  phraseo- 
logy, Mrs.  Mumford ,  the  laundress  on  the  green ,  to  her 
assistant  Betsy.  Perhaps  the  conclusions  of  the  male 
portion  of  the  community  were  not  much  different.  At 
all  events,  it  was  totally  unexplainable  in  any  other 
view.  The  blacksmith's  heart  or  his  senses  must  have 
been  captivated  somehow,  and  behold,  even  in  the  wise 
man  of  the  village,  the  lamentable  result. 
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How  it  came  about  tliat  tliis  piece  of  strange  folly 
remained  totally  without  effect  upon  the  popular  mind, 
which  still  believed  in  William  Stanfield  all  the  same, 
it  would  be  difficult  to  explain.  Perhaps,  because,  in 
the  very  doing  of  this  great  mistake,  and  through  all 
its  consequences,  he  himself  continued  the  same,  un- 
wise in  one  practical  point,  but  still  wiser  in  goodness, 
in  temperance ,  in  the  tranquillity  of  his  blameless  life, 
than  any  man  near.  After  he  had  made  this  foolish 
marriage,  the  world,  instead  of  scoffing,  condoned  the 
offence,  and  perhaps  was  all  the  more  affectionate  from 
perceiving  that  he  was  still  but  a  man  like  others. 
Was  he  now,  perhaps,  on  the  verge  of  something  more 
foolish  still ,  about  which  even  his  strangely-chosen  wife 
could  enlighten  him?  There  were  certainly  whispers 
in  the  village  to  that  effect,  which  had  reached  Mrs. 
Stanfield's  ears;  but  the  blacksmith  himself,  as  has 
been  already  said,  was  slow  —  slow  to  suspect  evil  — 
very  slow  to  imagine  that  anybody  meant  to  wrong 
himself,  or  that  anything  could  possibly  occur  to  shake 
his  daughter  from  the  visionary  pedestal  on  which  his 
love  had  placed  her.  Now  that  the  thought  had  been 
suggested  to  him,  he  pondered  it  in  his  mind,  with  a 
smile  sometimes,  sometimes  with  a  certain  heaviness. 
Young  Trevelyan  had  certainly  been  a  frequent  visitor. 
He  was  a  goose,  the  blacksmith  thought  to  himself, 
and  smiled  a  gradual  smile  which  made  sunshine  on 
his  face,  and  even  showed  through  his  drooping  eye- 
lashes in  the  lighting  up  of  the  eyes  beneath.  But 
then  Agnes  was  young  —  and  William  Stanfield  had 
once  been  young  and  in  love  according  to  nature,  though 
he  was  now  elderly ,  and  had  just  made  a  marriage  of 
compassion.    What  if,  perhaps,  love,  which  makes  men 
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do  SO  many  follies,  might  blind  the  eyes  of  an  innocent 
girl  to  the  fact  that  a  handsome  young  man  was  a 
goose,  however  apparent  it  might  be  to  others?  Snch 
things  had  been  done  before,  as  everybody  knew.  The 
blacksmith  thought  over  the  subject  until  the  fires  in 
the  smithy  paled,  and  the  workmen,  of  whom  he  had 
three,  began  to  pull  on  their  grimy  jackets  to  go  home. 
Then  the  master  sent  the  'prentice-boy,  Oliver,  upstairs 
with  a  message ,  and  making  hasty  ablutions ,  put  on  his 
own  coat  and  sallied  forth  in  the  sunsetting.  It  was 
a  very  unusual  step  for  William  Stanfield.  Oliver's 
message  caused  an  unexplainable  commotion  upstairs, 
for  it  was  only  when  something  more  than  ordinaiy 
had  happened  that  the  blacksmith,  instead  of  coming 
up  to  tea  as  usual,  closed  up  the  forge  when  the  work- 
men left,  and  went  out  himself  for  a  walk. 

CHAPTER  II. 

The  Stepmother. 

Mrs.  Stanfield  drew  a  long  breath  of  satisfaction 
as  she  went  in  at  her  own  door.  She  had  been  only 
about  a  year  in  possession  of  all  these  good  things, 
and  her  heart  had  not  yet  got  so  habituated  to  them 
as  to  forget  a  throb  of  pride,  sometimes  a  sentiment 
of  thankfulness,  when  she  closed  her  own  honest  door, 
and  stood  the  bearer  of  an  honourable  name,  one  of 
the  chief  matrons  of  the  village,  within  those  walls 
which  had  taken  her  in  out  of  the  uncertainty  of  an 
almost  vagrant  life.  All  this  comfort,  honour,  and 
wealth  was  still  sufficiently  new  to  her  to  suggest  a 
renewed  satisfaction  to  her  mind  every  time  she  entered. 
The  door  opened  upon  a  passage,  carpeted  down  the 
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middle  witli  a  long  strip  of  briglit- coloured  carpet,  at 
the  end  of  Avliicli  was  the  closed  door  of  the  parlour. 
On  the  left  hand  in  the  corner  ascended  the  stair  which 
led  to  the  bed-chambers,  and  on  the  right  hand  was  a 
little  square  space  lighted  with  a  window  —  a  curious 
bright  recess  ofP  the  passage  —  a  kind  of  little  porter's 
lodge,  from  which  the  outer  stair  and  everybody  who 
approached  the  house  could  be  inspected;  —  though, 
indeed,  the  wall  was  so  thin,  and  the  window  so  close 
upon  that  outside  stair-case,  that  it  would  have  been 
almost  impossible  to  carry  on  any  such  espials  without 
attracting  the  observation  of  the  person  without.  No- 
thing could  go  on  in  the  yard  below  without  being  per- 
fectly commanded  by  this  window.  If  it  chanced  to 
be  open,  nothing  could  even  be  said  without  being 
heard,  if  anybody  chose  to  listen;  and  as  the  second 
Mrs.  Stanfield  was  jealous  and  curious,  as  became  a 
woman  suddenly  raised  to  an  enviable  elevation,  about 
what  people  said  of  her,  and  entertained  an  idea  (not 
so  far  wrong  at  one  time)  that  everybody  was  talking 
about  her,  this  point  of  observation  was  a  very  favourite 
one;  and  there  she  sat  often  in  the  cold,  with  the  window 
up  a  little,  and  herself  only  partially  apparent  behind 
the  white  blind,  listening  to  a  world  of  trivial  remarks 
about  horses  and  iron,  by  way  of  picking  up  the  gossip 
which  she  knew  very  well  was  rife  about  her  all  over 
Windholm.  The  only  time,  indeed,  in  which  she  was 
ever  known  to  be  quiet  was  when  seated  watchful,  but 
uncomfortable,  in  this  niche,  with  some  pretence  at 
work  in  her  hand.  She  made  little  of  it,  it  is  true, 
for  the  people  in  the  yard  were  mostly  men,  and  busy 
with  their  own  business;  but  the  exciting  possibility  of 
hearing  herself  discussed  kept  her  alert,  and  sometimes 
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she  was  rewarded  by  a  bitter  word  or  two,  enough  to 
reanimate  the  lawless  spirit  which  smouldered  for  lack 
of  fuel,  almost  subdued  by  the  quiet  of  this  orderly 
house. 

She  did  not  go  in  directly  to  Agnes,  as  she  had 
intended,  nor  even  to  the  comfortable,  bright,  well- 
ordered  kitchen,  of  which  she  was  even  more  proud 
than  the  parlour.  She  went  upstairs  to  make  herself 
tidy,  as  she  said,  after  having  been  blown  about  a  little 
by  the  frolicsome  March  wind.  She  was  a  little  more 
than  forty,  a  handsome  buxom  woman.  Had  she  been 
in  a  higher  rank,  and  more  carefully  preserved,  her 
complexion  would  have  been  the  theme  of  unlimited 
admiration;  but  in  this  latitude  the  brilliant  roses  on 
her  cheeks  were  known,  and  not  inappropriately,  as  a 
high  colour,  and  regarded  with  modified  applauses. 
She  was  highly  coloured  throughout,  with  a  full-blown 
bloom  not  unsuitable  to  her  years.  Her  hair  was  of 
the  warmest  tinge  of  brown,  though  only  her  enemies 
called  it  red;  and  over  her  throat  and  her  arms,  her 
chin  and  forehead,  and  ears  and  elbows,  the  once 
pearly  dazzling  white  was  all  creamed  over  with  a 
faint  flush.  It  certainly  was  a  beautiful  colour  —  but 
there  was  a  little  too  much  of  it.  It  gave  a  certain 
sensuous  aspect  to  her  full  form  and  plump  arms,  off 
which  she  was  fond  of  pushing  her  sleeves,  up  and 
down,  when  she  had  nothing  else  to  do.  Altogether 
rather  a  carnal  sort  of  woman,  all  made  of  flesh  and 
blood;  not  a  touch  of  white  had  yet  softened  the  rich 
glory  of  her  abundant  hair,  and  time  had  not  ironed 
out  or  filled  up  the  roseleaf  dimples  about  her.  She 
stood,  in  a  kind  of  fiery  overblown  beauty  before  the 
mirror  —  a  creature  who  had  stormed  through  her  life, 
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snatching  every  pleasure  within  reach,  making  small 
account  of  any  restraint,  utterly  without  self-control, 
or  any  attempt  at  it,  or  even  perception  that  it  was 
desirable.  Her  eyes  were  hazel,  with  a  red  gleam  in 
them,  which  brought  all  the  softer  red  in  her  to  a 
culmination.  Soft  blue  eyes  would  have  made  her 
almost  beautiful;  but  the  fiery  hazel  carried  out  the 
character,  while  they  spoiled  the  perfection  of  her  face. 
The  warm,  round,  pleasure-loving,  self-indulgent  form 
took  an  aspect  of  heat  and  excitement  from  those  eyes 
—  they  made  her  look  dangerous  in  her  vociferous, 
middle-aged  beauty.  This  was  the  appearance  she 
presented  as  she  stood  before  the  looking-glass,  putting 
up  her  hair  and  arranging  her  cap.  How  had  that 
room,  in  which  so  many  tranquil  hours  and  speechless 
thoughts  had  passed  over  William  Stanfield,  come  to 
belong  to  this  wild  flushed  creature,  with  all  her  animal 
beauty  and  fierce  impulses,  who  did  not  know  what 
thoughts  were?  Heaven  knows!  This  was  exactly  the 
question  which  the  entire  population  of  Windholm, 
laying  its  many  heads  together,  could  not  solve. 
Certain  it  was  that  there  she  stood,  indisputable 
mistress  —  a  fair,  round,  roseate  fact,  secure  in  her 
rights,  and  triumphant.  That  great  wardrobe  was 
hers,  with  all  its  wings  and  shelves  —  those  shelves 
from  which  she  had  herself  removed  some  simple 
muslin  gowns,  all  strewn  with  bits  of  lavender,  which 
were  all  William  Stanfield  had  to  remind  him  of  the 
girl-wife  whom  he  had  left  behind  so  far  away  in  his 
youth.  The  new  wife  cleared  them  all  away  to  Agnes's 
room,  and  her  husband  did  not  blame  her;  she  had  a 
right.  And  hers ,  too ,  were  the  piles  of  fragrant  linen 
inside,  of  which  she  had  taken  possession  with  a  sense 


14  AGNES. 

of  wealth  unknown  to  all  lier  life  before,  though  she 
had  spent  money  enough  in  her  day.  She  stood  secure 
and  triumphant  there  in  her  own  chamber,  her  surprise 
at  the  achievement  growing  less,  but  her  exultation  still 
in  its  height.  Even  now  she  paused  to  look  admiringly 
round  at  all  the  well-polished  substantial  furniture,  and 
arranged  her  cap  in  the  great  mirror  with  an  additional 
complacence  to  feel  that  this,  as  well  as  the  glowing 
face  she  saw  in  it,  was  her  very  own. 

What  the  past  was  into  which  this  lawless  creature 
looked  back,  in  her  own  heart  and  memory,  nobody 
knew;  and  nobody  knew  so  little  as  the  humble  'preux 
chevalier  J  who  had  taken  what  seemed  her  poverty,  and 
helplessness,  and  destitution  into  this  bosom  of  plenty. 
He  could  no  more  have  fathomed  her  thoughts  or  guessed 
at  her  recollections  than  — ■  she  could  have  guessed  at  or 
fathomed  his.  They  occupied  this  room  and  this  house 
together,  dreamed  and  slumbered  side  by  side,  breathed 
the  same  air,  ate  the  same  food,  and  were  about  as  far 
apart  from  each  other  all  the  time  as  heaven  is  from 
hell.  Not  quite  as  heaven  from  hell-,  she  was  an  un- 
disciplined being ,  obeying  the  wild  impulses  of  her  own 
nature  rather  than  any  law  human  or  divine,  but  there 
was  no  bottomless  pit  nor  sulphureous  blazes  as  yet  in 
her  soul,  if  she  had  a  soul.  But  they  were  as  far  apart 
as  two  human  creatures  totally  different  —  the  one  all 
harmony,  the  other  all  discord,  could  be;  and  yet  they 
were  joint  proprietors  of  this  house  and  this  room.  The 
great  wardrobe  contained  still  in  one  of  its  divisions 
the  black  widow's  dress  and  close  bonnet  in  which  two 
years  ago,  when  she  first  came  to  Windholm,  she  had 
endeavoured  to  soften  down  and  subdue  her  exuberant 
flesh  and  blood.   She  was  Mrs.  Smith  then ,  a  convenient 
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name,  and  was  destitute  and  half-starving,  she  and  her 
boys,  for  whom  she  had  a  wild  kind  of  tigress  fond- 
ness. She  had  described  herself  as  a  sailor's  widow, 
and  made  violent  attempts  to  get  employment,  she  did 
not  mind  what,  to  maintain  the  children,  who  imme- 
diately became  the  pests  of  Windholm.  For  a  time  she 
did  work,  vehemently,  in  a  storm  of  zeal  and  haste, 
but  soon  gave  in,  got  discouraged,  and  gave  herself  up 
to  starvation  with  passionate  outcries.  And  it  was  then 
that  William  Stanfield,  of  all  men  in  the  world,  came 
to  the  rescue,  married  her  by  some  miracle,  sent  off 
her  lawless  boys  to  sea,  and  placed  her  mistress  in  this 
serene  and  plentiful  house.  That  was  her  entire  history, 
so  far  as  it  was  known  in  the  ^village.  She  was  not 
communicative  about  the  previous  chapters;  and  the 
late  Smith  held  no  place  in  his  widow's  reminiscences. 
The  only  thing  she  did  speak  of  belonging  to  her  past 
existence,  except  vague  accounts  of  what  she  herself 
had  done  and  "come  through,"  was  her  daughter,  who 
was  at  a  boarding-school  in  the  south  of  England,  kept 
there  by  her  father's  friends.  This  girl,  who  had  never 
been  seen  in  Windholm,  was  Mrs.  Stanfield's  grand 
corys  de  reserve.  She  was  produced  on  all  occasions 
when  a  greater  effect  than  ordinary  was  desirable;  she 
was  getting  the  best  of  educations  from  her  father's 
friends.  Such  was  the  only  link  of  connexion  apparent 
between  the  blacksmith's  wife  in  her  new  position,  and 
the  old  stormy  existence,  of  which  the  Windholm  folks 
were  ready  to  form  the  wildest  conjectures,  without 
power  to  prove  any  of  them  true. 

"She'll  come  to  harm,  that's  what  will  happen," 
said  Mrs.  Stanfield  to  herself,  as  she  stood  before  the 
glass  —  "and  if  she  does  —  other  folks  has  been  as  bad 
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—  it's  no  concern  of  mine.  The  master  would  mind 
me  more  if  lie  wasn't  so  took  up  about  that  chit  of  a 
girl.  Mercy  me!  I  wasn't  speaking  out  loud,  was  I? 
To  think  as  it  should  be  young  Koger!  I  hope  to 
goodness  as  his  father  isn't  coming  here;  he'd  take  to 
following  his  son,  and  then,  wouldn't  there  be  squalls 
agoing?  He's  fond  of  me,  is  the  master,"  mused  the 
blacksmith's  wife,  giving  the  finishing  touch  to  her  cap. 
She  paused  now  in  her  thoughts,  and  held  her  head  a 
little  on  one  side  and  contemplated  her  own  face  with 
a  smile.  Perhaps  she  thought  it  was  no  wonder  the 
master  was  fond  of  her,  much  as  the  world  of  Wind- 
holm  marvelled  over  that  fact.  As  for  the  heroine  her- 
self, she  appreciated  more  than  anybody  else  the  charm 
of  her  own  roseate  full-blooded  comeliness.  Though 
she  had  an  awe  of  the  master  which  she  never  could 
explain  to  herself,  it  exhilarated  her  to  think  of  ex- 
citing his  jealousy  and  bringing  him  down  from  his 
pedestal  of  goodness.  Such  fancies  vanished  from  her 
mind  in  his  presence.  But  when  she  was  alone,  the 
natural  produce  of  the  soil  appeared  again.  Then, 
having  finished  her  toilet ,  she  went  downstairs ,  pausing 
as  she  passed  in  the  recess  by  the  door  to  glance  oat 
with  her  usual  curiosity.  It  was  just  six  o'clock,  and 
the  red  light  of  sunset  was  streaming  into  the  yard  in 
long  level  rays  through  the  archway.  The  men  were 
leaving,  pulling  on  their  jackets,  and  behind  them  she 
could  see  the  master  in  his  blue  coat  issuing  out  of  the 
smithy  door.  With  a  little  tremor  and  surprise  she  saw 
him  pass  the  stair  and  follow  his  workmen  out  into  the 
street.  It  disturbed  her  vaguely,  though  she  did  not 
understand  the  full  significance  of  the  fact,  that  the  master, 
instead  of  coming  in  to  tea,  had  gone  out  for  a  walk. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Agnes. 

Mrs.  Stanfield  went  first  to  the  kitchen,  which 
was  one  of  the  two  rooms  facing  to  the  front  over  the 
archway.  The  sun  streamed  in  here  as  it  had  done  in 
the  yard,  but  with  a  fuller  flood.  She  stopped  there 
for  some  time,  talking  to  Martha,  who  was  nearly  as 
full  and  as  ruddy  as  her  mistress ,  but  much  milder  and 
more  dutiful  of  nature.  While  the  stepmother  is  there 
in  that  more  congenial  atmosphere,  let  us  open  the 
door  at  the  end  of  the  passage,  which  was  still  closed 
when  Mrs.  Stanfield  passed  it  on  her  way  to  the  kitchen, 
and  see,  as  the  blacksmith's  Avife  had  not  yet  taken 
the  trouble  to  ascertain,  what  Agnes  was  about. 

Agnes  was  sitting  at  one  of  the  windows ,  defended 
from  the  sunshine  by  the  Venetian  blinds ,  which  let  in 
the  light  only  in  bars  upon  her  drooping  head.  She 
was  working,  as  became  her  father's  daughter  —  not  at 
fancy-work  in  any  of  its  branches,  but  at  ordinary 
stitching  of  a  useful  kind,  to  serve  the  common  neces- 
sities of  the  house.  There  was  nothing  particularly  re- 
fined or  graceful  in  the  room,  which  was  a  good-sized 
square  apartment,  with  ordinary  homely  mahogany  fur- 
niture, and  curtains  at  the  windows,  and  a  red-and-blue 
cover  on  the  table.  The  blinds  were  down  because  of 
the  sun,  so  that  it  was  only  in  peeps  between  the  Ve- 
netian bars  that  the  outer  world  was  visible  —  to  wit, 
the  village  green  lying  red  and  bright  in  the  level  sun- 
shine, which  threw  up  the  black  outline  of  the  great 
house  opposite  and  its  cedars  against  the  red  sky  in  the 
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west.  But,  indeed,  the  outside  world  liad  no  special 
charm  just  then  for  the  blacksmith's  daughter.  She 
was  pursuing  her  work  without  raising  her  head,  having 
enough  to  do  at  the  moment  in  her  heart  without  tak- 
ing note  of  anything  external.  After  all,  to  the  limited 
extent  of  her  vision,  it  was  the  stepmother  who  was 
right.  If  the  young  squire  was  indeed  a  goose,  Agnes 
knew  no  more  of  it  than  if  she  had  herself  been  as 
stupid  as  any  heavy  milkmaid;  less,  indeed,  for  at 
least  the  milkmaid  might  have  seen  him  with  real  eyes 
where  he  sat  beside  her,  leaning  forward,  with  one  red 
line  marking  his  forehead  and  crossing  the  thin,  well- 
brushed  curls  of  his  light  hair;  whereas  Agnes  saw,  not 
Roger  Trevelyan ,  but  an  impossible  paladin  of  romance, 
the  noblest  and  truest  that  ever  swore  fealty  to  happy 
maiden.  She  did  not  use  such  words,  certainly,  even 
in  her  heart,  yet  that  was  how  the  matter  appeared  to 
those  eyes  which  she  bent  over  her  work.  They  had 
said  nothing  to  each  other  as  yet,  nor  broken  in  any 
way  the  charmed  silence  of  their  youth,  and  they  were 
both  in  a  condition  of  exquisite,  unconfessed,  nameless 
happiness,  far  more  delicate  and  rare  than  any  under- 
stood or  acknowledged  bliss.  So  far  the  stepmother 
was  right  enough;  but  beyond  that  her  insight  did  not 
go.  The  ghost  she  saw  behind  had  no  existence.  Harm 
of  any  kind  was  not  in  the  youth's  thoughts  any  more 
than  in  the  visionary  heart  of  the  girl.  Roger  Tre- 
velyan, glad  to  find  the  blacksmith's  strange  wife  out  of 
the  way,  and  not  sorry  that  the  village  sage  himself 
delayed  his  coming,  had  been  reading  to  Agnes  out  of 
a  book  which  he  had  offered  to  lend  her.  In  case  there 
might  have  been  any  chance  of  love-making,  had  the 
two   been   left   to   frame   conversation   for   each   other, 
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what  so  safe  as  a  book  to  fill  up  with  its  impersonal 
presence  the  gap  between  them?  So  Eoger  read,  not 
without  a  pleasant  sense  of  superiority,  and  conscious- 
ness that  he  must  be  opening  new  worlds  to  William 
Stanfield's  daughter;  and,  as  was  natural,  the  book  he 
had  chosen  was  poetry,  and  the  poem  he  was  reading 
was  that  loveliest  of  all  ballads,  in  which  the  poet  woos 
and  wins  his  G-enevieve.  Now,  young  Trevelyan  was 
fresh  from  Oxford,  accustomed  to  read  verses  and  to 
hear  them  criticized.  He  knew  exactly  what  ought  to 
be  said  about  that  matchless  strain,  and  the  music  of 
it  pleased  his  ear,  and  he  was  aware  that  it  held  a  high 
rank  in  poetry  —  besides  all  which  a  little  personal 
illumination  had  fallen  on  it  just  then,  he  scarcely 
knew  how,  and  sent  a  tingle  and  thrill  through  him  as 
he  read — 

"All  thoughts,  all  passions,  all  delights , 
Whatever  stirs  this  mortal  frame." 

But  the  words,  which  were  a  pleasant  song  to  the 
reader,  floated  in  a  kind  of  ecstasy  over  Agnes.  Though 
she  did  not  look  up,  her  hands  stayed  upon  her  work, 
her  breath  upon  her  lips  to  listen.  They  bore  her  up 
upon  celestial  wings,  those  wonderful  words.  She  could 
scarcely  tell  where  she  was,  or  what  it  was  that  rapt 
her  thus  out  of  herself  The  poetry  passed  lightly 
over  the  young  Oxford  man,  even  though  he  was  in 
love,  having  no  real  relations  with  him,  but  it  swept 
into  the  soul  of  the  listening  girl,  and  transformed  her 
to  her  own  dazzled  consciousness.  She  could  not  utter 
a  word  when  he  ceased.  She  sat  quite  still,  with  the 
celestial  fumes  of  the  poetry  in  her  brain,  overwhelmed 
with  a  strange  confusion.  When  he  began  to  talk  she 
felt  herself  come  down  slowly  into  the  real  world,  from 
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whicli  she  had  been  transported  and  carried  away;  and 
thus  was  sitting  somewhat  giddy  and  faint,  working 
with  trembling  fingers,  her  entire  frame  still  vibrating 
to  the  past  music.  And  the  young  squire  lingered,  as 
Mrs.  Stanfield  had  anticipated,  and  evidently  did  not 
feel  himself  at  all  out  of  his  element  in  the  tidy  par- 
lour of  the  blacksmith's  house. 

It  was  not  a  proper  place  for  the  young  squire  — 
that  was  undeniable,  to  start  with.  On  the  other  side 
of  the  village,  standing  out  black  against  the  ruddy 
western  sky,  was  the  Cedars,  where  there  were  three 
young  ladies,  all  perfectly  able  to  meet  young  Trevelyan 
on  his  own  ground,  and  to  read  poetry  with  him,  or 
engage  in  any  other  dangerous  pleasant  pastime;  young 
ladies  not  exactly  of  his  o^ti  rank,  perhaps  —  without 
either  pedigree  or  wealth  enough  to  please  the  Tre- 
velyans  —  but  still  ladies,  unconscious  of  the  existence 
of  the  blacksmith's  daughter.  He  had  played  croquet 
with  them  on  their  pleasant  lawn,  and  had  even  gone 
with  the  prettiest  to  see  the  cedar-trees  in  the  moon- 
light, when  he  first  arrived  at  the  desolate  old  Hall, 
where  Sir  Roger  had  despatched  him  to  look  after  the 
steward's  accounts,  and  inquire  into  the  longevity  of 
the  tenants.  Many  people  thought  the  Cedars  the 
pleasantest  house  in  Windholm,  and  envied  the  young 
squire  his  cordial  welcome  there;  but  after  the  first 
eventful  day,  on  which  he  sauntered  yawning  from  the 
gate  and  crossed  over  to  the  forge,  in  mere  idleness,  to 
inquire  after  the  shoeing  of  his  favourite  horse,  young 
Roger's  thoughts  had  gone  in  a  direction  entirely  con- 
trary to  the  Cedars.  That  was  at  least  two  months 
before  the  beginning  of  this  history.  First  of  all,  he 
went  to  see  William  Stanfield,  who,  indeed,  exercised 
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a  certain  fascination  over  everybody  wlio  approached 
him;  then,  as  fate  would  have  it,  the  young  man  had 
somehow  strayed  up  the  outer  stair  into  the  parlour: 
then,  he  would  have  been  in  that  parlour  for  ever,  had 
it  been  practicable.  Some  excuse,  carefully  manufac- 
tured yet  wonderfully  genuine  —  for  it  is  the  privilege 
of  youth  to  believe  in  its  own  fictions,  and  to  persuade 
the  world  of  their  authenticity  —  led  his  steps  thither 
almost  every  day.  The  blacksmith,  who  M^as  used  to 
be  sought,  received  him  simply  without  thinking  much 
about  the  matter;  and  so  all  the  village  got  once  more 
a-talking,  and  young  Trevelyan  sat  in  the  parlour  over 
the  archway,  reading  how  Genevieve  was  wooed  and 
won,  to  a  village  girl. 

She  got  up  softly  when  she  came  to  herself  —  a 
little  afraid  of  herself,  afraid  of  him  and  of  the  world 
which  seemed  to  be  opening  full  of  new  significance 
around  her.  "My  father  will  soon  come  in  to  tea," 
said  the  blacksmith's  daughter,  putting  down  her  needle- 
work, and  proceeding,  as  a  means  of  escape  from  the 
crisis,  to  set  on  the  table  the  china  teacups  from  the 
cupboard  in  the  corner.  Tea,  set  out  upon  a  homely 
daylight  table  in  the  character  of  a  prosaic  meal,  is 
perhaps  of  all  meals  the  most  prosaic.  Such  an  idea, 
however,  never  crossed  the  mind  of  Agnes.  She  went 
away  from  the  window  where  the  red  sunshine  came 
in  low  and  level  through  the  blind,  treading  with  light 
feet  over  what  seemed  to  be  a  heap  of  ruddy  gold  on 
the  carpet,  and  went  about  her  simple  business  with 
no  other  consciousness  than  that  it  was  her  business, 
and  with  still  the  thrill  and  cadence  of  the  poetry,  and 
of  something  still  more  urgent  than  the  poetry,  hang- 
ing about  her  like  vibrations  of  music.     She  was  of  a 
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light  low  figure,  perfectly  dressed  —  that  is,  dressed 
just  as  was  suitable  for  the  blacksmith's  daughter. 
Her  gown  was  dark  grey,  of  a  fine  and  light  woollen 
fabric,  taking  folds  which  a  painter  would  have  loved; 
and  her  little  collar  and  cuffs  were  spotless  and  dazzling 
in  their  simplicity.  Her  step  keeping  a  kind  of  vision- 
ary time  to  that  music  which  enveloped  her  still,  had 
all  the  grace  of  unconsciousness  and  preoccupation. 
Her  small  head  drooped  upon  the  delicate  throat  as  if 
all  that  mass  of  hair  overweighed  it;  hair  matchless  in 
Windholm,  black  without  a  tinge  of  any  invading  co- 
lour, folded  in  magnificent  braids  round  the  little  head, 
which  recovered  size  without  losing  delicacy  by  means 
of  that  investiture.  She  had  no  colour  except  when 
she  was  moved,  as  at  this  moment;  when  it  went  and 
came,  a  blush  too  sweet  and  faint  to  be  kept  steady, 
or  identified  as  complexion.  Last  of  all,  her  eyes, 
which  young  Trevelyan  found  it  so  difficult  to  see,  but 
which,  when  he  did  see  them,  opened  up  to  that  care- 
less young  soul  two  wonderful  avenues  into  the  un- 
speakable and  unrevealed;  they  were  blue  of  the  deepest 
violet  colour,  totally  unlike  her  father's,  yet  taking 
from  his  a  certain  breadth  of  pathetic  simplicity  which 
it  would  be  hard  to  describe  —  sweet  serious  eyes, 
which  were  sad  without  meaning  it,  without  knowing 
why.  This  was  the  handmaid  who  moved  about  in  her 
beauty  before  the  young  squire,  setting  on  the  table 
the  many-coloured  teacups.  He  could  not  have  told 
whether  she  was  the  blacksmith's  daughter  of  Wind- 
holm  or  an  enchanted  princess  —  either  or  both,  what 
did  it  matter?  It  was  she  —  and  there  was  not,  so 
far  as  young  Roger  was  concerned,  though  he  scarcely 
knew  it,  any  other  in  the  world. 
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"Your  father  is  late  to-night,"  said  the  young  squire, 
getting  up  from  his  chair,  looking  out  through  the 
Venetian  blinds,  finally  looking  at  his  watch  in  the 
vague  embarrassment  of  the  pause,  which  seemed  as  if 
it  should  have  culminated  into  something,  and  which 
he  regarded  with  a  certain  half  terror  and  surprise, 
now  that  it  had  passed  away.  Was  it  a  lingering  of 
nature  that  detained  the  youth  and  the  maiden  upon 
the  verge,  and  kept  them  still  afloat  in  that  sweetest 
uncertainty?  They  had  missed  the  moment  just  then, 
and  had  agreed  in  the  little  panic  which  prompted  both 
to  sudden  motion,  to  sudden  descent  out  of  those  dan- 
gerous heights.  Thus  it  was  that  they  fell  on  the 
most  prosaic  subjects,  feeling  half  consciously,  how 
near  they  had  been  to  one  subject  which  would  have 
driven  time  and  place,  and  fathers  and  mundane  neces- 
sities, altogether  out  of  their  heads. 

"Yes."  —  Agnes  made  a  little  pause  as  she  ar- 
ranged the  cups.  "He  sometimes  stays  longer  than 
the  men.  Did  you  ever  know  anybody  like  my 
father?"  she  continued  softly.  There  was  a  certain 
protection  almost  like  his  presence  in  speaking  of 
him. 

"No,"  said  Roger,  and  then  the  young  man  hesi- 
tated a  little;  "if  he  had  been  educated,"  said  the  Ox- 
ford scholar,  who  knew  no  better,  "he  would  have  been 
a  very  remarkable  man." 

Agnes  was  in  no  mood  to  contradict  or  even  to 
differ  from  the  young  squire,  but  in  her  heart  she  ob- 
jected unconsciously  to  the  idea  of  any  possible  improve- 
ment in  her  father.  "I  suppose  education  makes  a 
great  difference,"   she  said,   rather  wistfully;    "but  he 
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thinks  a  great  deal,  though  he  does  not  read  much  — 
is  not  that  the  best  of  all?" 

"Nobody  thinks  now-a-days,"  said  Eoger,  with  that 
flippancy  which  Agnes  did  not  understand  —  "there 
is  nothing  but  talk  in  the  world.  I  daresay,  if  ijou 
were  to  hear  the  conversation  that  goes  on  in  —  in 
society,  you  know  —  it  would  sound  to  you  as  if 
people  meant  itj  but  it's  all  sound  and  fury,  signifying 
nothing;  words  —  bare  words;  nobody  ever  thinks 
now-a-days  —  at  least,  in  the  world." 

"ISTor  mean  what  they  say?"  said  Agnes  with  un- 
conscious satire;  "but  perhaps  you  are  too  hard  upon 
people  who  may  not  —  be  equal  to  you." 

"Oh,  Agnes!  Well,  it  is  a  very  complimentary 
delusion,  and  I  ought  to  keep  you  up  in  it,"  cried  the 
young  squire,  with  a  laugh  of  natural  honesty,  "but  I 
am  sorry  to  say  people  in  general  have  not  so  high  an 
opinion  of  me.  Why,  I  was  as  near  plucked  as  possible 
—  though  I  dare  say  you  don't  understand  what  that 
is;"  and  Roger  broke  off  abruptly,  thinking,  perhaps, 
he  had  been  too  candid,  and  that  there  was  no  need  to 
have  made  that  last  confession.  The  only  result  it  had, 
however,  was  a  very  agreeable  one.  It  made  Agnes 
raise  to  him  those  blue  deep  serious  eyes,  which  took 
nothing  lightly,  and  which  at  the  present  moment  were 
full  of  mysterious  sympathy  and  wonder.  She  did  not 
in  the  least  know  what  being  plucked  meant.  She 
understood  it  only  as  some  wrong  the  wielded  world, 
most  probably  in  envy,  had  tried  to  do  him,  and  the 
blue  wondering  sorrowful  depths  quickened  with  a  little 
flash  of  indignation,  until  they  dropped  again,  in  that 
consciousness  of  being  gazed  into,  which  was  so  new 
and  overpowering  to  Agnes.     She  withdrew  hurriedly 
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from  liis  gaze,  and  this  time  went  to  tlie  door  to  look 
for  Mrs.  Stanfield,  who  was  just  then  questioning  Oliver 
in  the  passage.  "Gone  out  for  a  walk!  not  come  to 
his  tea!"  said  the  blacksmith's  wife;  "when  does  the 
master  mean  to  come  in,  I  wonder?  And  just  when  I 
wanted  my  tea  particular.  You  run  and  tell  him  we're 
waiting,  Nolly,  and  I've  got  a  bit  of  a  headache."  All 
which  words  Roger  Trevelyan  heard  as  he  stood  by 
the  window  looking  out  through  the  Venetian  blinds. 
The  three  young  ladies  at  the  Cedars  were  just  then 
crossing  the  green,  all  in  scarlet  petticoats,  festooned 
dresses,  and  hats  of  the  last  fashion.  They  were  going 
in  to  dress  for  dinner,  and  the  sight  of  them  recalled 
the  young  squire,  standing  in  the  blacksmith's  parlour 
with  "the  tea-things"  upon  the  table,  to  some  passing 
thoughts  of  the  region  of  life  to  which  he  himself 
belonged.  Very  passing  thoughts,  for  Agnes  came  in 
again,  like  a  nun  in  her  Carmelite  grey,  with  those 
dazzling  white  cuffs  round  her  slender  little  hands,  and 
drawing  up  the  blind  from  the  farther  window,  sat 
down  to  her  work  once  more.  She  had  left  the  door 
open,  too,  that  door  which  young  Trevelyan  never 
failed  to  close  when  he  could  manage  it,  shutting  out 
the  loud  stepmother  and  the  commonplace  house.  These 
were  all  little  harmless  precautions  on  the  part  of 
Agnes  against  the  confidential  intercourse  which  in  her 
heart  she  began  to  shrink  from  and  grow  afraid  of, 
delightful  as  it  was.  But  to  see  her  sitting  there  at  the 
window,  exposed  to  the  gaze  of  the  people  outside,  if 
there  had  been  anybody  to  gaze,  and  with  the  open 
door  opposite,  diluting  this  charmed  atmosphere  with 
common  air  and  the  horrible  presence  of  Mrs.  Stanfield, 
was  too  much  for  the  young  squire.     He  went  to  the 
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window  she  was  seated  at,  and  leaned  against  it,  and 
said  in  an  abstracted  tone,  "I  must  go  away."  "Must 
you?"  said  Agnes  without  looking  up,  but  with  a 
quickening  throb  of  her  heart.  "I  suppose  so,"  said 
Roger;  "you  are  tired  of  me  —  you  take  up  your  work, 
you  throw  the  door  open,  you  invite  other  people  to 
come  in.     It  is  time  I  should  go  away." 

Agnes  did  not  make  any  answer.  Usually  the 
blacksmith  himself  had  come  in  and  was  one  of  the 
party  when  young  Trevelyan  took  his  leave.  They 
had  never  up  to  this  time  come  to  the  suggestive  mo- 
ment of  parting,  by  themselves.  The  young  squire  did 
not  move  after  he  had  spoken,  but  stood  leaning  against 
the  edge  of  the  window-shutter,  gazing  down  upon  her 
—  gazing  intently,  so  that  she  felt  her  forehead  scorching 
and  glowing  under  the  fire  of  his  eyes.  She  kept  on 
sewing,  making  spasmodic  uncertain  stitches  in  her 
bewilderment,  but  keeping  very  hard  at  it,  to  support 
herself;  and  he  stood  with  a  kind  of  tender  rage  looking 
down  upon  her.  "You  don't  care  whether  I  go  or 
stay,"  said  the  young  man,  forgetting  himself.  "When 
I  go  away,  it  is  to  wander  about  all  night,  thinking  of 
you,  or  to  sit  by  myself  in  that  wretched  old  Hall, 
dreaming  about  you;  —  and  you  keep  your  eyes  fixed 
upon  that  bit  of  rag  and  never  once  look  at  me,"  cried 
the  young  lover,  divided  between  the  impulse  of  darting 
out  in  a  pet  away  from  her,  and  of  throwing  himself 
down  at  her  feet. 

Agnes  lifted  a  startled  look  to  him  out  of  those 
alarmed  blue  eyes  —  a  look  which  he  had  scarcely 
time  to  see  ere  it  was  gone.  But  rapid  as  it  was,  he 
did  not  know  how  to  answer  its  sweetness,  its  sadness, 
its  silent  reproach,  and  the  warning  it  seemed  to  convey. 
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He  was  silent  in  spite  of  liimself.  There  was  an  un- 
speakable appeal  to  his  forbearance  in  that  glance.  It 
seemed  to  say,  "Stop!  don't  say  anything  that  will 
make  me  flee  from  you."  Roger  was  checked  in  the 
petulance  of  his  young  passion.  He  restrained  himself 
for  her  sake;  he  could  not  understand  the  sudden  curb, 
which  was  sweet,  yet  hard  to  bear,  against  which  he 
fretted  himself,  yet  which  raised  his  love  and  admira- 
tion to  the  point  of  enthusiasm.  He  was  silent  till  he 
heard  Mrs.  Stanfield's  step.  It  was  impossible  just  then 
to  endure  her  presence. 

"Yes,  I  must  go,"  said  Roger.  "You  always  shake 
hands  with  me,  Agnes.  I  am  going  —  that  is  to  say, 
as  much  of  me  as  can  go,"  added  the  young  man,  as 
he  held  fast  for  an  instant  the  little  coy  hand.  Next 
moment  Mrs.  Stanfield  was  in  the  room.  "I  have  been 
waiting  for  the  master,"  said  young  Trevelyan,  bursting 
out  into  a  little  natural  impertinence;  "but  as  he  is  not 
coming,  I  must  go.  Perhaps  I  shall  meet  him  in  the 
road.  Shall  I  say  you  have  a  headache,  and  want 
your  tea,  Mrs.  Stanfield?  When  he  hears  that,  he  will 
certainly  come  home." 

"Ay  do,  please,  sir,"  said  the  blacksmith's  wife; 
"though  how  you  should  know  as  I've  got  the  headache, 
]Mr.  Trevelyan  —  But  won't  you  stay  till  the  master 
comes?  You  do  most  nights.  He  might  have  something 
as  he  wanted  to  say." 

"Not  to-night,"  said  Roger,  with  consciousness  in 
his  looks;  and  he  went  away  without  any  further 
farewells.  As  for  Agnes,  she  went  on  sewing,  feeling 
as  if  the  sun  had  gone  down  all  at  once.  The  air 
seemed  to  rustle  and  stir  in  that  vacant  place  where 
he  had  stood  a  minute  before.   His  words  had  confused 
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her,  as  was  natural,  and  she  was  conscious  of  having 
stopped  him  —  begged  him  to  stop  —  though  she 
could  not  account  for  the  impulse  which  had  moved 
her.  She  would  have  given  the  world  to  get  free,  to 
run  up  to  her  own  room  and  think  it  over,  and  perhaps 
subdue  her  heart  into  its  ordinary  pulsations;  but  Mrs. 
Stanfield  was  more  than  usually  talkative  that  night. 

"You  are  a  pretty  Miss  to  have  everybody  a-think- 
ing  and  a-talking  of  you,"  said  the  stepmother.  "Here's 
your  father,  poor  man,  gone  out  for  a  walk,  for  nothing, 
you  take  my  word,  but  to  think  it  over  and  see  what's 
best  to  be  done.  He's  been  a-saying  something  particular 
to  you  to-night?" 

"Who?"  said  Agnes,  with  faltering  lips. 

"Don't  tell  me!  I  know  things  when  I  see  'em. 
He's  been  a-saying  something  out  of  the  common.  I 
don't  ask  you  to  make  a  friend  o'  me,  for  I  don't 
think  as  you  ever  liked  me,  Agnes  Stanfield,"  said  the 
blacksmith's  wife;  "but  I  know  how  such  things  go  on 
—  ay,  a  deal  better  than  your  father;  and  good  can't 
come  of  it,  child,"  added  the  woman,  with  a  little 
natural  feeling.  "I  could  tell  you  tales  would  wring 
your  heart;  and  I  can't  a-bear  to  see  another  go  the 
same  road  —  no,  not  if  it  was  to  be  twenty  times  for 
my  benefit.  You'll  not  listen  to  him  no  more,  Agnes 
Stanfield,  if  you'll  be  guided  by  me." 

Agnes  grew  very  pale;  her  strange  upbringing  had 
matured  in  her  a  germ  of  visionary  pride,  very  natural 
in  her  chcumstances ,  and  it  was  true  that  she  did  not 
like  the  stepmother,  against  whom  all  the  refinement 
of  her  nature  revolted.  She  answered,  lifting  her  head 
out  of  its  habitual  droop,  with  a  lighting  up  of  her 
serious  eyes,   and  momentary   dilation  of  her  delicate 
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nostril.  "No  one  has  ever  said  anything  to  me  which 
I  ought  not  to  listen  to,"  said  Agnes.  She  spoke  like 
one  who  ends  a  controversy,  and  does  not  mean  to 
hear  any  more  about  it.  All  Mrs.  Stanfield's  wealth  of 
words  could  have  come  to  nothing  against  that  gentle 
immovable  rock  of  resolution;  and  so  her  stepmother 
had  already  found  out  by  experiment.  So  she  left  the 
girl  undisturbed  at  her  sewing,  and  went  out  to  the 
causeway,  with  the  ribbons  of  her  cap  waving  in  the 
wind,  to  look  for  her  husband.  Agnes,  when  she  was 
left  alone,  let  her  work  drop  on  her  knees,  and  bowed 
her  head  upon  her  hand ,  and  abandoned  herself  —  to 
dreams?  Scarcely  to  dreams.  The  words  that  had 
been  spoken  within  the  previous  hour  took  possession 
of  the  silence  like  so  many  fairies,  and  wove  mystic 
dances  round  her:  "All  thoughts,  all  passions,  all 
delights."  Ah!  what  was  that  "mystic  flame"  which 
everything  thus  went  to  feed? 

CHAPTER    IV. 

The  Blacksmith's  Walk. 

He  went  away  from  the  village  over  the  common, 
where  the  gorse  bushes  were  slowly  bursting  into  flower. 
There  was  nothing  remarkable  in  the  scenery.  Some 
red-tiled  cottages  dropt  on  one  side,  with  a  line  of 
brown  road  in  front  of  them,  bordered  by  some  tall 
elms,  and  terminating  in  the  garden-gates  and  genteel 
retirement  of  one  of  the  great  houses  of  Windholm ;  and 
broken  only  by  the  broad  highroad  which  led  to  London 
and  the  world ;  an  irregular  stretch  of  common,  spreading 
away  into  the  west,  into  the  great  belt  of  crimson-golden 
sky,  which  enclosed  the  flat   country.     That  was  all; 
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except  the  minor  details  of  green  grass  and  yellow  gorse, 
and  the  broad  level  line  of  sunshine  which  poured  across 
the  landscape,  casting  long  shadows  of  every  obstacle  it 
encountered  upon  the  soft  greensward,  which  never  looks 
so  sweet  under  any  other  light.  There  were  some  lads 
playing  cricket  in  the  corner  of  the  common,  but  beyond 
that  everything  was  very  still.  The  great  people  were 
preparing  for  dinner,  the  small  people  were  having  tea, 
as  William  Stanfield  ought  to  have  been  doing  at  this 
moment.  It  was  an  hour  of  quiet  throughout  Windholm. 
The  blacksmith  saw  scarcely  anybody  to  speak  of,  except 
in  the  distance  the  figure  of  a  lady,  upon  a  tall  horse, 
doubly  tall  and  very  dark  and  ominous  against  the 
illuminated  sky.  By  reason  of  his  occupation,  he  knew 
pretty  well  all  the  female  equestrians  of  the  district,  but 
he  did  not  recognise  this  tall  figure  upon  the  tall  horse, 
and  even  amid  the  preoccupation  of  his  own  thoughts 
wondered  rather  who  she  could  be.  She  was  going  along 
slowly  at  a  walking  pace,  against  the  sunshine,  which 
threw  a  broken  gigantic  shadow  of  her  form  over  the 
turf,  and  did  the  same  by  her  groom,  who  followed 
slowly  after  at  the  same  pace,  leading  another  horse. 
They  passed  on  slowly  out  of  sight  as  the  blacksmith 
crossed  the  common,  following  their  movements  with 
his  eyes,  and  disappeared  in  the  light  at  the  next  turning, 
which  led  to  the  Hall  gates.  Before  they  went  out  of 
sight,  the  lady  had  paused  to  look  round,  as  if  for  the 
absent  rider  of  the  led  horse,  which  was  a  white  one, 
and  made  its  own  special  mark  in  the  landscape  —  and 
even  while  he  discussed  his  own  affairs,  William  Stan- 
field,  with  the  rapid  curiosity  of  a  villager,  could  not 
but  pause  to  ask  himself  who  this  could  be. 

However,  his  own  affairs  were  urgent.     The  wind 
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blew  soft  over  the  common,  huslied  out  of  its  March 
wildness  into  an  ideal  air  of  spring,  and  bearing  upon 
it  the  faint  honeyed  breath  of  the  gorse  and  odour  of 
the  fresh  earth  and  growing  grass.  Stanfield  wound  his 
way  up  and  down  through  the  little  knolls  and  hollows, 
with  the  level  sun  shining  in  his  eyes  whenever  he 
raised  them,  and  waking  up  a  broad  placid  brightness 
in  those  meditative  orbs.  His  broad  breast  expanded 
to  the  sweet  air  and  peaceful  evening.  He  had  little 
to  say  about  the  landscape  and  its  beauties,  and,  indeed, 
its  beauties  were  few;  but  the  atmosphere  entered  into 
and  possessed  him,  laying  its  open  secret  lovingly  ap- 
parent to  the  eyes  which  could  see.  Was  it  likely  that 
under  such  circumstances  he  could  judge  his  child  by 
the  gossips'  stories  of  the  village?  A  smile  came  upon 
his  lip  as  he  mused.  His  pretty  young  wife  had  died 
so  young  and  so  long  ago,  that  though  she  was  his 
tenderest  recollection  she  was  scarcely  his  ideal.  He 
had  found  that  in  his  child.  All  the  poetry  in  William 
Stanfield's  life  was  associated  with  Agnes;  her  sweet 
gravity,  her  young  thoughtfulness ,  the  delicate  purity 
of  atmosphere  about  the  girl  for  whom  he  was  conscious 
education  had  done  so  little,  without  being  at  all  aware 
how  much  a  merciful  abstinence  from  education  and  his 
own  example  and  society  had  done  —  made  her  a  kind 
of  tender  child-goddess  to  her  father.  What  was  to  be 
her  fate  he  had  not  speculated.  A  mother  might  have 
done  so,  but  the  father  was  content  to  leave  her  as  she 
was,  and  could  not  think  that  youth,  that  tender  bloom, 
need  ever  fade.  To  be  always  young,  always  delicate, 
virginal,  a  thing  apart,  seemed  the  natural  conclusion 
in  respect  to  Agnes;  the  common  fate,  marriage  and 
motherhood,  a  lover,  a  wedding,  a  new  household,  with 
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prosaic  necessities  and  everyday  wants,  had  never  oc- 
curred to  her  father  in  connexion  with  her.  He  rather 
shrank  from  the  thought  now  and  eluded  it.  It  was  not 
only  that  he  thought,  as  a  doting  father  might,  nobody 
good  enough  for  his  beautiful  child  —  but  that  the 
idea  itself  was  profane,  a  kind  of  desecraition.  And 
then  young  Trevelyan?  The  slow  smile  grew  on  Wil- 
liam Stanfield's  face.  That  Agnes  could  think  twice 
of  a  shallow  youth  like  their  visitor  was  inconceivable 
to  him.  He  forgot  that  she  was  only  a  girl,  and  knew 
nothing  of  men.  He  forgot  the  celestial  glamour  of 
youth  which  was  still  in  her  eyes.  She  was  not  a 
village  girl,  but  one  of  the  sacred  band  of  saints  and 
angels  to  her  father.  He  put  away  the  thought  from 
him,  with  something  which  in  another  man  might  have 
been  haughtiness.  It  stopped  short  of  haughtiness  with 
him,  not  because  he  was  the  village  blacksmith,  but 
because  his  nature  was  too  broad  and  genial  for  any 
such  superficial  sentiment.  And  then  having  quite 
cleared  his  Agnes  in  his  mind  from  any  possible  share 
in  such  a  frivolous  fancy,  William  Stanfield  had  leisure 
to  consider  the  practical  question  which  he  had  come 
out  here  to  discuss  with  himself  in  the  face  of  nature, 
and  in  the  silence  of  the  fields. 

This  was,  whether  he  ought  to  dismiss  from  his 
house  the  young  visitor  whom  he  believed  in  his  heart 
to  be  so  totally  harmless-,  whether  he  should  so  far 
yield  to  common  prejudices  as  to  send  away  a  young 
man  who  never  could  be  regarded  as  a  possible  hus- 
band for  Agnes,  out  of  her  way?  Perhaps  some  instinct 
in  his  oAvn  mind  consented  to  the  suggestion ;  but  at  the 
bottom  he  was  a  proud  man,  though  nobody  knew  it; 
and  his  hospitality,  his  generous  mind,  his  pride  for  his 
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child,  alike  rebelled  against  the  thought.  Had  he  been 
more  intellectual  than  he  was,  he  might  have  respected 
Roger  Trevelyan's  education,  and  given  him  credit  for 
attainments  so  superior  to  his  own.  But  William  Stanfield 
was  not  intellectual ;  he  judged  his  young  acquaintance 
by  a  different  standard,  by  his  character,  by  the  size 
and  stature  of  his  spirit;  and  finding  nothing  imposing 
there,  it  was  with  a  certain  mild  toleration  and  good- 
humoured  half- contempt  that  he  regarded  the  young 
squire.  Why  should  he  send  him  away?  What  harm 
could  the  lad  do?  To  deny  him  admission  was  to  con- 
fess that  the  youth's  influence  counted  for  something, 
which  was  more  than  all  the  blacksmith's  magnanimity 
could  induce  him  to  acknowledge.  And  the  result  would, 
most  probably,  have  been  in  young  Roger's  favour,  but 
for  an  encounter  which  turned  the  scales  entirely  against 
him,  and,  so  far  as  Stanfield  was  concerned,  sealed  his 
fate. 

The  blacksmith  had  turned  his  face  homeward  as 
he  approached  the  end  of  his  deliberations,  and  when 
he  raised  his  eyes  he  saw  a  man  approaching  whom  he 
instinctively  identified  as  the  absent  rider  of  the  white 
horse,  for  whom  the  lady  and  the  groom  had  each,  in 
their  turn,  paused  to  look  before  turning  up  the  lane. 
The  new  comer  was  evidently  a  stranger,  not  very  sure 
of  the  way,  and  curious  about  the  place  and  the  in- 
habitants, to  judge  from  the  steadiness  with  which  he 
examined  into  Stanfi eld's  personal  appearance,  as  they 
approached  each  other.  He  was  not  a  very  imposing 
figure  in  himself,  being  an  under-sized,  doubtful-looking 
personage,  with  his  eye-glass  screwed  tightly  into  his 
eye,  and  visible  indications  of  an  excitable  temper  in 
his  countenance.  The  primitive  blacksmith  compas- 
A'jnes.  I.  3 
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sionately  set  clown  to  "ill -breeding"  the  stare  with 
which  the  stranger  regarded  him,  and  gazed  in  his 
turn  with  eyes  that  required  no  glass,  and  with  a  little 
expectation  in  his  mind,  which  he  would  have  found  it 
difficult  to  explain  even  to  himself.  When  the  stranger 
came  to  a  full  stop  just  before  they  met,  the  blacksmith 
stopped,  too,  by  instinct;  and  the  two  stood  for  a  mo- 
ment in  silence,  with  that  strange  certainty  of  having 
something  to  do  with  each  other,  which  gives  to  enmity 
and  anger  a  power  of  identification  as  powerful  as  that 
of  love. 

The  stranger  was  the  first  to  speak.  "Are  you  the 
blacksmith  of  Windholm?"  he  asked,  in  peremptory 
tones.  "I  have  been  to  your  house  to  look  for  you. 
Are  you  —  Stanmore,  Stanton  —  I  forget  the  name?" 

"William  Stanfield,  at  your  service,"  said  the  black- 
smith, with  his  usual  composure  of  speech. 

"You  don't  recollect  me,  I  suppose,"  said  the  little 
man,  "though  you  must  have  seen  me  years  ago.  I  am 
Sir  Roger  Trevelyan.  When  you  hear  my  name,  I 
daresay  you  will  understand  what  I  want  with  you," 
he  continued,  with  a  sniff  of  rising  wrath.  He  was  not 
a  man  of  dignified  demeanour,  and  the  blacksmith  was 
not  moved  to  any  special  sensation  of  awe  or  fright  by 
his  name. 

Stanfield  took  off  his  hat  with  natural  courtesy  in 
acknowledgment  of  the  self-introduction;  but  he  put  it 
on  again,  and  confronted  the  baronet  calmly,  without 
much  feeling  of  any  kind.  "I  know  Sir  Roger  Trevel- 
yan's  name,  as  stands  to  reason,"  he  said,  with  a 
smile,  "but  I  don't  know,  except  it  is  in  the  Avay  of 
my  trade,   what  the  lord  of  the  manor  can  want  with 
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the  blacksmitli.  Anyhow,  I  am  at  Sir  Roger's  com- 
mands." 

It  was  this  speech  that  occasioned  the  baronet's 
first  loss  of  temper.  He  turned  his  head  away  for  a 
moment,  and  swore  a  few  oaths  for  the  relief  of  his 
mind  under  his  breath;  for,  though  Sir  Roger  was  far 
from  being  a  wise  man,  he  perceived  that  his  anta- 
gonist had  him  at  an  advantage  in  the  matter  of 
temper,  and  did  what  he  could  at  the  beginning  to  re- 
strain himself. 

"You'll  know  what  I  mean,  presently,"  he  said. 
"I  have  heard  all  about  your  hospitalities  and  your 
pretensions,  Mr.  Blacksmith.  You  may  be  twenty 
times  the  village  oracle,  for  anything  I  care;  but  I 
have  come  to  put  a  stop  to  your  confounded  impu- 
dence," cried  Sir  Roger,  breaking  his  feeble  tether. 
"It  is  no  use  putting  on  an  air  of  innocence  to  me;  I 
know  exactly  what  you've  been  about.  You  and  your 
daughter,  a  low-bred,  artful  — " 

"Stop  there!"  cried  the  blacksmith.  "If  all's  true 
that's  said,  you  are  not  the  man  to  meddle  with  a 
woman's  name.  Say  what  you've  got  to  say  to  me, 
and  I'll  listen  in  peace;  but  there's  no  man  on  earth, 
if  he  were  a  king,  that  shall  speak  of  her  disrespect- 
ful," said  the  indignant  father,  with  a  sudden  flush  of 
colour.  "You  are  a  stranger,  and  don't  know  what 
you're  talking  about,"  he  added  a  moment  after,  re- 
gaining command  of  himself,  and  looking  down  with 
compassionate  dignity  upon  the  excited  little  man  be- 
fore him.     "Wliat  is  it  you've  got  to  say?" 

"This  sort  of  thing  won't  impose  upon  me,"  cried 
Sir  Roger;  "it's  all  very  well  for  your  audience  in  the 
village.     I  tell  you  I  know  what  you've  been  doing, 
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and  I've  come  here  to  put  a  stop  to  it.  You  have  in- 
veigled my  fool  of  a  son  into  your  house,  and  let  him 
play  love  and  courtship  to  your  daughter.  I  shouldn't 
mind  letting  him  have  his  swing,"  said  the  little  man, 
with  an  odious  look,  for  which,  had  he  but  known  it, 
he  was  as  nearly  being  knocked  down  as  ever  man 
was.  "Other  young  men  have  done  as  much  before 
him;  but  if  you  think  I  will  stand  by  and  see  Eoger 
inveigled  into  a  low  marriage  — ■" 

"Stop  there!"  said  Stanfield  again-,  "passion  is  a 
thing  that  comes  on  a  man  sudden,  and  I  wouldn't  un- 
dertake to  be  wiser  than  my  neighbours.  Stop  there. 
Sir  Roger.  I'm  a  deal  stronger  than  you  are,  and  I 
might  do  you  some  harm  before  I  knew." 

"You  threaten  me!"  said  the  baronet,  in  a  rage  — 
"you  dare  to  threaten  me!  You've  played  the  great 
man.  among  the  villagers  till  you  think  you  can  face 
out  anything.  But  you're  mistaken,  I  can  tell  you. 
The  most  foolish  thing  you  ever  did  in  your  life  was 
to  set  a  trap  for  a  gentleman.  My  boy  is  not  *uch  a 
fool  as  you  take  him  for.  You  want  to  make  your 
daughter  a  lady;  but  I  warn  you,  you'll  only  make 
her  a  — " 

"Sir  Roger,"  said  the  blacksmith,  "I'm  not  such  a 
good  Christian  as  you  take  me  for;  it's  not  in  my 
nature  to  stand  silent  and  bear  insult  from  any  man. 
As  for  your  son,  if  he  was  a  prince,  he  isn't  the  man 
I  would  choose  for  my  child.  And  no  more  is  this  the 
place  to  discuss  such  things;  and  no  more  are  you  a 
fit  person,"  cried  Stanfield,  with  a  sudden  flash  of  in- 
dignation from  his  eyes,  which  lighted  up  the  whole 
scene,  and  thrilled  with  real  alarm  his  enraged  com- 
panion,   "to   take  an  innocent  young  woman's   name 
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into  your  lips.  I'm  not  your  tenant,  nor  I  don't  owe 
you  any  duty  that  I  know  of,  and  I'm  a  man  well 
known,  that  can  be  found  when  I'm  wanted.  Your 
son's  comings  and  goings  are  of  little  consequence  in 
my  house-,  and  I  don't  know,  Sir  Roger,  that  there's 
anything  more  to  be  said  between  you  and  me." 

"That  may  be  your  opinion,"  said  the  baronet, 
placing  himself  directly  in  Stanfi eld's  way,  "but  it  is 
not  mine.  You  may  refuse  to  listen  to  my  warning 
about  your  daughter,  if  you  please.  She  is  not  the 
first  ambitious  girl  that  has  had  a  downfall  —  that's 
your  concern.  Only  let  me  tell  you,  my  son  is  my 
concern,  and  if  you  have  seduced  him  into  any  engage- 
ment, or  got  him  to  sign  any  paper  — " 

"  '^AHien  a  man  begins  to  rave,  good-breeding's  at  an 
end,"  said  the  blacksmith,  stepping  aside  in  order  to 
pass,  with  a  quiet  contempt'  that  drove  Sir  Roger  out 
of  his  wits  for  the  moment. 

"By  Jove!  I'll  have  you  indicted  for  conspiracy," 
cried  the  little  man.  "If  you  have  got  him  to  sign 
anything,  or  seduced  him  into  any  engagement,  mark 
my  word,  I'll:  have  you  indicted  for  conspiracy  —  I 
will,  by  — ,"  cried  Sir  Roger,  in  a  state  of  frenzy.  He 
shook  his  little  fist  as  near  as  he  could  reach  in  Stan- 
field's  eyes,  who  for  his  part  looked  on  with  compas- 
sionate amazement,  enough  to  drive  the  baronet  into 
actual  madness. 

"You  will  do  -—  what  you  can,"  said  the  black- 
smith, not  without  a  gleam  of  humour  in  his  eyes, 
"and  so  will  I,"  he  continued  rather  sadly,  as  he 
turned  away.  He  had  no  more  heart  for  any  discus- 
sion. He  groaned  within  himself  as  he  left  the  scene 
of  this   strange  encounter   and   turned   his  face  home- 
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ward.  Was  it  his  negligence,  his  carelessness,  that  had 
brought  on  the  very  result  he  most  dreaded,  and  made 
the  name  of  his  child  a  subject  of  discussion  for  such 
a  man  as  Sir  Roger  Trevelyan?  The  thought  wounded 
him  to  the  heart,  for  he  was  very  proud  in  his  way, 
and  Agnes  was  the  centre  of  everything  most  tender 
and  sacred  in  the  world  to  her  father.  Hitherto  neither 
commotion  nor  disturbance  had  been  in  his  blameless 
life.  Was  the  tide  turning  now,  as  it  sometimes  turns, 
casting  light  into  darkness,  and  order  into  confusion? 
He  went  home  with  more  heaviness  than  he  had  ex- 
perienced for  years,  with  a  premonition  in  his  mmd  of 
some  other  trouble  awaiting  him.  "I  should  have  known 
better,"  he  said  to  himself,  with  almost  a  little  bitter- 
ness. What  he  should  have  known  better  was,  that 
unworthy  thoughts  come  more  naturally  to  the  common 
understanding  than  thoughts  of  honour,  innocence,  and 
purity;  but  this  was  a  knowledge  which  always  came 
slowly  after  the  event  to  William  Stanfield's  mind. 

The  blacksmith  went  home  with  a  little  involii^tary 
apprehension,  prepared  to  hear  something  that  would 
grieve  him;  but  the  calm,  ordinary  aspect  of  the  house 
reassured  him,  and  so  did  his  wife's  laments  over  her 
headache,  and  the  unseasonableness  of  his  absence  on 
this  particular  evening,  when  she  so  much  wanted  her 
tea.  After  a  while,  however,  his  anxiety  returned. 
He  thought  his  Agnes  more  silent  than  usual  as  she 
sat  working  at  the  table,  though  perhaps  it  was  only 
the  trouble  in  his  own  mind  which  he  transferred  to 
her  looks.  He  smoothed  with  natural  pride  the  shining 
braids  of  black  hair  which  made  her  little  head  heavy 
with  their  weight,  and  looked  at  her  slender  hands  so 
unlike  his  own,  and  thought  for  the  hundredth  time  that 
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she  might  have  been  a  princess,  and  that  it  was  a 
strange  chance  which  gave  such  a  daughter  to  him. 
"Whom  have  you  seen  to-day,  and  what  have  you  been 
doing,  little  one?"  he  said  tenderly,  with  a  tone  of 
apology  in  his  voice. 

Mrs.  Stanfield  dropped  the  newspaper  she  was  read- 
ing, and  looked  sharply  up  to  listen,  and  Agnes  gave 
a  startled  glance  from  her  work. 

"The  same  as  other  days,  father,"  she  said,  with  a 
slight  faltering  •,  which  any  other  day,  perhaps,  he  would 
not  have  remarked. 

The  words  were  simple  enough,  but  after  they  had 
been  spoken  a  sudden  blush^  overwhelming  and  uncon- 
trollable, dyed  her  very  neck  as  she  stooped  over  her 
work.  What  did  it  mean?  The  blacksmith's  heart 
sank  within  him,  with  a  sudden  pang  of  surprise  and 
anguish. 

"Who  should  she  see,"  said  Mrs.  Stanfield,  "but 
the  young  squire?  he's  the  only  visitor  as  never  fails. 
I  don't  mean  to  say  no  more  about  it,  master,  and  I 
daresay  I've  said  more  nor  was  wanted  already;  but 
he's  the  one  as  never  fails  in  this  house,  and  he 
should  never  more  enter  this  room  again,  if  it  was  in 
my  hands." 

Agnes  did  not  say  anything,  nor  even  look  up  as 
her  stepmother  spoke.  She  only  raised,  not  her  head, 
but  her  slender  throat,  still  keeping  her  face  downcast, 
like  the  face  of  a  lily.  It  was  an  unconscious  move- 
ment, of  which  few  people  would  have  taken  any 
notice;  but  once  more  the  silent  sign  of  an  emotion 
which  he  had  never  before  suspected,  struck  her  father 
to  the  heart. 


40  AGNES. 

"Husli,  Sally,"  he  said,  witli  sometliing  like  a  sup- 
pressed groan;  "the  young  squire  is  nothing  to  us,  nor 
we  to  him.  He  comes  here  to  idle  away  his  time  a 
bit.  But  Sir  Roger  has  come  to  the  Hall  of  a  sudden, 
and  I  daresay  Mr.  Trevelyan  will  have  other  company. 
We  can't  expect  to  see  so  much  of  him  now." 

"Sir  Roger's  come!"  cried  the  blacksmith's  wife  in 
a  sudden  flutter,  which  her  husband,  being  otherwise 
engaged,  did  not  remark.  He  was  watching  how  the 
colour  gradually  paled  from  his  daughter's  downcast 
face,  and  how  irregularly  her  needle  moved  in  her 
fingers.  "That's  news,"  cried  Mrs.  Stanfield.  "Did 
you  see  him,  master?  He's  been  long  gone  from  here, 
and  the  Hall's  a  comfortless  sort  of  a  place,  and  he's 
a  man  as  likes  his  little  comforts:  at  least,  so  I've 
heard,"  she  added,  after  a  short  interval,  looking  up  in 
sudden  alarm.  But  nobody  took  any  notice  of  her 
unaccountable  interest  in  Sir  Roger.  "I  am  glad  for 
one  thing,"  she  continued  hastily;  "he  won't  let  the 
young  squire  come  here  no  more;"  and  in  the  midst  of 
her  own  excitement  she  cast  a  glance  at  Agnes;  out  of 
the  fiery  hazel  eyes  which,  as  they  kindled,  had  set  her 
countenance  ablaze.  But  nobody  paid  any  attention  to 
Mrs.  Stanfield.  As  for  the  blacksmith,  he  was  still 
studying  with  an  aching  heart  the  changing  colour  and 
trembling  hands  of  his  child;  and  when  all  at  once 
Agnes  looked  up  in  his  face,  her  father  faltered  and 
retired  from  her  look,  like  a  man  detected,  not  knowing 
what  apology  to  make. 

"Is  there  any  reason  why  Mr.  Trevelyan  should 
not  come  here?"  the  girl  asked,  looking  at  him  with 
that  steadiness  and  pale  resolution,  of  which  he  was 
scarcely  yet  aware,   but  which  Mrs.  Stanfield  was  per- 
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fectly  acquainted  with.  He  was  so  conscious  that  he 
had  been  watching  her,  and  trying  to  surprise  the  se- 
cret of  her  thoughts,  that  this  sudden  question  abashed 
and  confused  him.  He  hesitated  before  he  could 
answer  — 

"Any  reason?  No  —  yes.  No  reason,  so  far  as  I 
am  concerned,"  said  the  blacksmith;  "but  there  are 
some  folks  in  the  world  that  tliink  the  rich  and  the 
poor  have  nothing  to  do  with  each  other,  and  that  Sir 
Roger's  son  is  out  of  his  place  in  the  blacksmith's 
house.  May  be,  after  all,  they  are  right,  little  one," 
said  Stanfield,  lifting  his  broad  luminous  eyes,  and  re- 
covering his  composure,  to  his  daughter's  face,  "for 
things  look  different  according  as  you're  above  or  below 
them ,  and  what's  at  this  line  of  vision  is  perhaps  not 
the  best  for  them  that  view  the  world  out  of  the  Hall 
windows.  But  now  his  father's  come,  I  daresay  we'll 
see  little  more  of  Mr.  Roger,  Agnes;  and  it  will  be  no 
great  loss  to  you  or  me." 

"No,"  said  Agnes.  The  monosyllable  was  said  al- 
most under  her  breath,  but  there  was  a  thrill  in  her 
voice  which  caught  her  father's  ear  —  a  new  tone 
which  he  could  not  understand.  Then  she  got  up  sud- 
denly and  put  away  her  work,  hovering  about  the 
darker  end  of  the  room,  with  her  back  towards  him, 
while  she  arranged  the  basket  which  contained  it. 
"When  that  was  completed  at  last,  she  came  softly  be- 
hind her  father  and  leaned  over  his  shoulder  to  kiss 
him,  he  all  the  while  watching  her  with  breathless  but 
secret  anxiety.  "Good  night!  You  were  so  long  of 
coming  in  that  it  is  quite  late,"  said  Agnes;  and  she 
kissed  him  over  his  shoulder  with  a  wile  which  he  in 
his  tender  heart,   which  was  aching  and  yearning  over 
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lier,  understood  only  too  well.  He  suffered  her  to  go 
away  without  trying  to  discover,  what  she  was  so 
anxious  to  conceal,  the  secret  in  her  face. 

"And  so  Sir  Roger's  come,"  said  the  blacksmith's 
excited  wife.  "If  you  see  him  passing  through  the 
village,  will  you  tell  me,  master?  I'd  like  to  have  a 
good  look  at  him,  if  so  be  as  he  passed  the  windows; 
not  as  I  care  — •  but  being  Mr.  Trevelyan's  father  and 
—  other  things,"  she  said,  faltering,  with  an  eager 
glance  at  her  husband;  but  he,  for  his  part,  was  think- 
ing of  something  altogether  different,  and  still  took  no 
notice  of  her  looks. 

"Sir  Roger  is  nothing  to  me,  Sally.  I  don't  care 
if  I  never  heard  his  name,  nor  his  son's  name  more. 
I'm  tired,  and  I'm  going  upstairs,"  said  the  black- 
smith. His  foot  sounded  heavy  on  the  stair  as  he  went 
to  his  room,  and  his  heart  felt  heavy  in  his  bosom. 
The  future,  which  heretofore  had  always  spread  clear 
and  plain  before  him,  sometimes  sad  enough,  but  never 
confused  with  complications,  had  suddenly  clouded 
over  to  his  anxious  eyes.  All  at  once  he  perceived 
that  life  had  begun  to  assert  its  independent  claims  on 
the  young  heart  which  was  almost  all  the  world  to  him, 
and  that  his  child  had  already  entered  the  enchanted 
country,  full  of  all  terrors  and  joys,  where  his  great 
love  could  no  longer  go  with  her  to  defend  her  from 
evil.  For  once  he  was  glad  to  lay  down  his  head  and 
sleep,  or  try  to  sleep,  courting  forgetfulness.  He 
did  not  know  at  the  first  shock  how  to  bear  this 
visionary  separation,  which  is  the  most  real  of  all 
partings  —  and  the  consciousness  of  its  reality  went  to 
his  heart. 
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These  three  could  almost  hear  each  other's  breathing 
in  the  silence  of  the  night,  but  they  might  have  been 
a  thousand  miles  apart  for  anything  they  knew  of  each 
other.  In  the  dark,  they  dwelt  apart  with  their  own 
thoughts,  each  in  a  throbbing  world  of  reality,  which 
seemed  all  too  palpable  to  contain  itself  in  silence.  As 
for  Agnes,  she  stood  uncertain  upon  the  verge  of  a 
new  existence,  not  knowing  whether  the  steady  earth 
might  not  crumble  under  her  feet  the  next  moment  and 
the  sun  go  down  long  before  noon.  Such  a  dreadful 
revolution  of  nature  was  inevitable,  if  Roger  Trevelyan 
went  away  —  but  he  could  not,  would  not,  as  she 
thought  to  herself  in  the  dark  with  exquisite  tears  and 
pangs  of  joy,  never  dreaming,  poor  innocent  soul,  that 
had  Roger  been  obliterated  altogether,  life  and  the 
world  would  have  been  so  much  the  better  for  her.  As 
for  Mrs.  Staufield,  her  ruder  and  coarser  orb  of  existence 
thrilled  with  many  a  secret  that  would  not  bear  the 
light  —  remembrances  and  anticipations  alien  in  every 
particular  to  her  present  life.  But  the  silent  night 
spread  her  veil  over  all  these  waking  hearts  and  closed 
eyes,  and  told  no  tales;  and  everything  was  quiet,  as 
sleep  and  safety  could  make  it,  under  William  Stan- 
field's  roof. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

The  Hall. 

The  Hall  was  not  veiy  large,  nor  any  way  im- 
posing. It  stood  in  the  midst  of  an  irregular  and  ne- 
glected park,  where  the  trees  had  been  left  to  grow 
anyhow,  and  the  grass  was  all  in  mossy  tufts  and 
ragged  knolls,  neither  fair  to  see  nor  pleasant  to  traverse. 
The  family,  indeed,  had  not  been  seen  at  Windholm  in 
the  memory  of  man,  and  the  young  squire,  when  he 
first  made  his  appearance,  had  been  looked  upon  as  a 
kind  of  natural  phenomenon.  The  house  had  no  at- 
tractions, neither  antiquity,  nor  beauty  of  situation,  nor 
family  associations,  nor  even  comfort.  It  looked  out 
solely  upon  that  neglected  park,  where  nothing  at  all 
was  visible  from  the  dull  windows  except  a  small  dull 
pond  equally  in  bad  order  with  the  rest  of  the  demesne, 
with  slimy  banks,  and  choked  up  by  forests  of  water- 
weeds.  The  sunshine  which  had  revealed  to  William 
Stanfield  in  such  exaggerated  distinctness  of  outline 
the  figure  of  the  unknown  lady  on  the  edge  of  the 
common,  shed  a  dull  red  gleam,  just  before  it  disap- 
peared finally  under  the  horizon,  upon  the  pool,  on 
which  the  same  lady  looked  out  tlu-ough  the  large  open 
windows  of  what  was  called  the  green  drawing-room 
at  the  Hall.  A  more  disconsolate-looking  room  could 
scarcely  be  imagined.  It  had  the  air  of  an  apartment 
committed  for  ages  to  the  care  of  a  housekeeper,  whose 
own  room  was  ten  times  more  important  in  the  house 
than  this  uninhabited  place.  The  carpet  was  so  worn 
and  bare  that  the  pattern  on  it,  which  was  very  large, 
was  but  faintly  decipherable,  and  the  green  hangings 
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were  at  once  so  dark  and  so  faded  as  to  invest  tlie 
room  witli  an  actual  reality  of  gloom.  An  old  alabaster- 
stand,  supporting  something  intended  for  a  card-basket, 
stood  alone  in  the  centre  of  a  large  table,  which  was 
draped  with  a  dingy  cover.  Dark  bad  copies  of  old 
pictures  were  on  the  walls.  Altogether  it  was  such  a 
room  as  might  tempt  the  cheer fulest  soul  to  suicide. 
The  lady,  who  was  still  in  her  riding-dress,  was  not 
bright  enough  in  herself  to  neutralize  in  any  degree 
this  offensive  shabbiness.  She  was  leaning  her  head 
upon  the  sash  of  the  open  window,  holding  her  hat, 
which  she  had  just  taken  off,  in  her  hand,  and,  looking 
out,  watched  without  seeing  it  how  the  light  gradually 
slid  off  the  slimy  pool  and  disappeared  in  lingering 
touches  upon  the  grass,  leaving  everything  stagnant, 
lifeless,  and  melancholy  behind.  Year  after  year  these 
same  windows  must  have  stared  blankly  out  without 
any  living  eyes  to  put  perception  in  them.  The  whole 
gaunt  house  and  lonely  park  seemed  to  gape  and  centre 
round  this  one  unusual  living  figure.  With  a  slight 
shiver  she  closed  the  window,  and  threw  herself  into  a 
chair.  The  fire  was  burning  dimly,  the  room  was  cold, 
bare,  miserable  to  behold.  She  shrugged  her  shoulders, 
and  uttered  an  exclamation  of  disgust. 

"Not  even  a  maid  to  bring  one  a  cup  of  tea!"  said 
Beatrice  Trevelyan. 

She  was  of  an  age  no  longer  contemptuous  of  such 
accessories  of  comfort.  She  was  a  very  handsome  "fine 
woman,"  as  critics  of  the  female  subject  say,  but  she 
was  thirty,  or  perhaps  a  little  more.  She  had  failed  of 
those  high  spirits  of  youth  which  are  triumphant  over 
scene  and  surroundings,  and  though  she  was  not  ill- 
tempered,   the   aspect  of  all  this   dismal  back-ground 
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upset  her  nerves  and  made  lier  cross  and  wretched. 
Perhaps,  when  she  really  began  to  think,  her  own 
thoughts  were  not  without  some  particulars  of  bitter- 
ness; and  thus  she  sat,  thrown  back  in  her  chair,  with- 
out anything  to  occupy  her  mind  or  please  her  eye, 
while  the  light  slowly  stole  out  of  the  dim  atmosphere 
and  twilight  came  into  the  dull  room.  She  was  waiting 
for  some  one ;  but  she  was  not  so  impatient  as  a  woman 
in  such  circumstances  has  a  title  to  be.  She  had  enough 
to  engage  her  thoughts.  Heaven  knows.  It  was  no  very 
bright  perspective  into  which  she  looked,  but,  such  as 
it  was,  it  was  all  her  life. 

She  had  been  there  about  half  an  hour  when  Sir 
Roger  came  in.  His  voice  was  audible  before  he  made 
his  personal  entry.  He  was  heard  in  the  hall  scolding 
somebody. 

"Why  the  deuce  was  there  not  a  room  fit  to  sit  in? 
Why  the  deuce  was  everything  so  faded  and  poor? 
Where  the  devil  was  Mr.  Trevelyan?" 

The  solemn  rustle  of  the  housekeeper's  curtsies,  as 
she  stood  in  her  best  silk  dress  facing  her  master  in 
the  hall,  at  first  slow  and  dignified,  but  gradually  rising 
into  alarm  and  fright  at  his  impatience  and  profane 
language ,  brought  a  languid  smile  to  the  face  of  Bea- 
trice as  she  sat  quietly  listening;  but  Miss  Trevelyan 
did  not  herself  feel  at  all  called  upon  to  interfere.  She 
sat  still  with  perfect  composure,  without  moving,  until 
this  cheerful  and  encouraging  accost  was  over.  It  was 
not  her  business.  For  anything  that  was  going  to 
happen,  for  anything  he  might  have  to  tell  her,  she 
was  content  to  wait.  When  the  door  of  the  drawing- 
room  was  at  last  thrown  open,  and  Sir  Roger  appeared 
against   the   fuller  light  in  the  hall,  his  daughter  still 
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did  not  move,  but  sat  waiting  for  liim  without  even  so 
mucli  animation  as  might  suffice  to  show  him  in  the 
twilight  whereabouts  she  was.  He  came  in,  peering 
into  the  dim  space  and  silence  of  the  melancholy  room, 
and  exclaiming  over  it  — 

"Miserable  hole  —  beastly  place!  What  on  earth 
ever  induced  any  man  to  settle  here?  Beatrice,  where 
the  deuce  are  you?  Detestable  pigsty!  Beatrice!  Oh, 
you're  there!     Why  the  d —  couldn't  you  speak?" 

"You  have  not  been  successful,  I  see,"  said  Miss 
Trevelyan  out  of  the  darkness. 

"How  the  deuce  do  you  know  I  haven't  been  suc- 
cessful? I  have  been  successful.  I've  seen  that  d — 
humbug  of  a  blacksmith.  He's  a  specimen,  he  is,"  said 
tlie  baronet.  "I'll  tell  you  what,  Beatrice,  you  have 
a  great  opinion  of  your  own  wisdom,  and  you  were 
dead  against  coming  —  but  if  I  hadn't  come,  I'll  lay 
you  anything  they'd  have  worked  him  up  to  marry  the 
girl." 

"And  what  then?"  said  the  unmoved  and  almost 
invisible  listener  in  the  easy-chair. 

""What  then!  Hang  it,  do  you  mean  to  say  you're 
such  a  confounded  fool  as  not  to  see,"  said  Sir  Roger; 
"a  blacksmith's  daughter —  a  girl  as  ignorant  as  —  as 
sin —  a " 

"You  mistake  —  it's  innocence  that's  ignorant,  not 
sin,"  said  Miss  Trevelyan. 

"By  — !  you're  in  one  of  your  confounded  tempers 
■ — ■  but  I  don't  care;  I've  settled  that  matter,"  said  her 
father.  "Are  we  ever  going  to  have  any  dinner  to-day? 
What  do  you  mean  by  sitting  there  in  your  riding- 
dress,  eh?  —  do  you  mean  to  dine  like  that,  or  to 
keep  me  waiting  an  hour  for  you  —  which  I   shan't, 
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by  Jove!  I  tell  you  I've  settled  all  that  —  Roger  will 
find  himself  in  the  wrong  box  if  he  tries  to  master  me. 
What  do  you  mean  by  turning  on  a  man?  You're 
deeply  attached  to  your  brother,  and  all  that,  ain't 
you?  Yes,  when  he  don't  come  in  your  way;  but  I've 
settled  his  little  matter,  I  can  tell  you.  You  all  think 
yourselves  very  clever,  but  you  are  neither  of  you  a 
match  for  me." 

"I  like  my  brother  well  enough,  sir,"  said  Beatrice 
—  "as  well  as  I  like  anybody.  I  have  no  hand  in 
this,  and  don't  know  anything  about  it.  I  daresay 
you've  done  more  harm  than  good  —  I  always  said  you 
would;  but,  at  all  events,  you've  had  your  will,  and 
that  is  always  something.  I  suppose  there's  some  room 
in  the  house  we  can  dine  in,"  —  she  continued,  rising, 
with  a  shiver,  — -  "as  for  sleeping,  I  would  not  advise 
you  to  build  your  hopes  too  high.  There's  Roger 
coming  up  the  avenue.  You  had  better  not  attack  him 
directly  about  this  business,  if  I  might  advise." 

So  saying  she  went  away,  rather  hastily,  gliding 
through  the  darkness  with  her  long  riding-skirt  gathered 
up  in  her  hands.  It  was  kindly  done  for  once.  She 
meant  to  give  her  brother  some  warning  before  he  en- 
countered his  father.  She  drew  the  door  of  the  drawing- 
room  close  behind  her,  and  paused  under  the  dull 
lamp  which  had  just  been  lighted  in  the  hall.  Her 
tall  slight  figure,  with  its  long  sweep  of  drapery,  fall- 
ing close,  with  a  grace  unknown  to  any  other  female 
garment  at  the  present  era,  was  the  first  thing  that 
caught  young  Roger's  eye,  as  he  came,  with  his  mind 
full  of  Agnes,  into  the  dingy  house.  He  stared  at  her, 
first  with  utter  blank  wonder,  then  with  a  presentiment 
of  what  had  happened.      Before    he    could  say  any- 
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tiling,  slie  went  up  to  liim  softly,  holding  up  a  warning 
finger. 

"We  liave  come  to  look  after  you,"  she  said,  in  a 
low  tone.  "Hush!  papa's  there.  Keep  your  temper, 
Roger  —  he  can't  do  ijou  much  harm,  except  for  the 
moment,"  said  Miss  Trevelyan,  with  involuntary  bitter- 
ness. "I  will  stand  by  you  as  much  as  I  can;  but 
keep  your  temper,  Roger."  She  bent  forward  to  kiss 
him  as  she  spoke;  she  was  quite  as  tall  and  a  good 
deal  older  than  he  was.  For  the  moment,  something 
sisterly,  motherly,  was  in  her  heart.  She  pressed  the 
hand  of  her  young  brother  as  he  stood  amazed,  scarcely 
knowing  what  he  was  about,  before  her.  Beatrice  thus 
expanding,  softening  over  him  —  his  father  close  by, 
come  with  obvious  intentions  of  interference  —  all  this, 
combined  with  those  revelations  which  his  heart  had 
just  been  making  to  him,  confused  and  confounded  the 
young  squire.  He  could  make  no  answer,  except  in 
the  shape  of  some  inarticulate  questions  to  Beatrice  be- 
fore she  hurried  away  —  and  then  he  paused  before 
entering  the  dark  drawing-room,  like  a  man  about  to 
plunge  into  a  dangerous  sea.  This  was  indeed  an 
awakening  out  of  romance,  and  the  sweet  mystery  of 
early  love.  The  sudden  blow  stunned  Roger.  He 
turned  back  for  an  instant  and  glanced  out  into  the 
darkling  park,  with  an  impulse  not  of  flight  but  of 
delay  —  for  he  was  not  in  the  least  prepared  for  such 
an  interview.  Keep  his  temper!  Well,  it  must  be 
tried,  at  least  —  and  making  a  dash  into  it,  he  turned 
rapidly  round  and  plunged  into  the  room,  where  his 
father  was  vapouring  in  the  dark,  waiting  for  him, 
waiting  for  dinner,  waiting  for  light  and  comfort, 
and  his  valet,   and  all  the  natural  solacements ,    which 
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were  slow  of  coming  in  this  dreary  place.  Roger, 
with  a  little  tremor  and  a  little  disgust,  which,  to  tell 
the  truth,  were  sensations  natural  to  him  when  he  en- 
countered his  father,  made  his  salutations  as  cordially 
as  he  could  manage  to  do.  He  might  express  his  sur- 
prise at  least  —  his  utter  wonder  and  amazement  at 
so  unexpected  a  visit.  "I  thought  you  were  in  Corn- 
wall, sir,"  said  the  young  man;  "I  hope  there's  some 
dinner  fit  to  eat  —  we  are  not  great  in  cookery  here. 
I  must  go  and  speak  to  Mrs.  Sutton  and  see  what 
she  can  do." 

"If  I'm  not  in  Cornwall,  I'm  in  my  own  house,  I 
hope,"  said  the  ungracious  sire.  "Let  Mrs.  Sutton 
alone  —  Bevis  has  seen  after  that.  But  where  the 
deuce  is  my  room,  can  you  tell  me?  How  the  —  does 
that  fellow  suppose  I  can  find  my  own  way  about  this 
heastly  place?  I  never  was  here  before  in  my  life  — 
not  since  I  was  a  young  fellow  like  you.  Where's  my 
room,  eh?  There's  no  bell  that  I  can  lay  my  hand  on. 
What  does  that  confounded  fellow  Baker  mean  by 
letting  a  place  go  all  to  sticks  like  this;  and  why  didn't 
you  have  your  wits  about  you  and  look  after  it?  By 
Jove,  it's  enough  to  make  a  man  swear;  why,  it  might 
be  let  and  bring  in  so  much  a  year,  instead  of  going 
to  the  dogs  like  this.  I  ask  you  where  the  deuce  is 
my  room?" 

"Which  room  is  it?"  said  Roger,  leading  the  way 
with  some  eagerness  upstairs. 

"How  the  deuce  can  I  tell  which  room  it  is?"  said 
his  tired  and  hungry  parent.  "Pretty  sort  of  thing, 
after  a  man  has  been  exerting  himself  all  day,  to  be 
asked  which  room  he  has  in  his  own  house.  Call  some 
one,   can't  you?     I  suppose  you've  found  some  mode 
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of  commuuication  witli  tlie  servants,  eli?  Oh,  here's 
Bevis.  Why  the  d —  didn't  you  come  and  show  me 
the  way?  Here's  my  son  wants  to  know  what  room  I 
have  —  hang  it,  which  room  have  I?  Much  you  seem 
to  know  about  this  blessed  place  —  spend  all  your 
time  mooning  about  the  village,  I  suppose,"  said  Sir 
Roger,  in  a  lower  tone,  with  an  angry  glance  at  his 
son.  "We'll  talk  about  that  after  dinner-,"  and  with 
these  comforting  words  the  baronet  retired  to  his  apart- 
ment, where  Bevis,  who  was  his  master's  faithful  slave, 
had  provided  for  his  comforts  as  well  as  was  possible. 
Roger  could  still  hear  the  lessening  fire  of  complaint 
and  exclamation  as  he  stood  for  a  moment  to  take 
breath  outside  the  closed  door.  Then  he  went  away 
with  a  clouded  face  to  change  his  dress.  Altogether 
this  had  been  an  exciting  day  to  the  young  squire.  His 
love  had  forced  itself  upon  his  consciousness  without 
any  will  of  his  own.  This  morning  it  had  been  but  a 
vague  atmosphere  of  delight  and  longing  which  sur- 
rounded him.  Now  he  knew  what  it  meant  —  that 
perpetual  recurrence  of  Agnes's  name  and  looks  in  his 
heart,  and  the  discovery  had  not  been  one  of  unmiti- 
gated pleasure.  To  find  out  suddenly,  as  he  had  done, 
in  the  course  of  his  walk  home,  that  the  happiness  of 
his  life,  according  to  his  young  belief,  was  in  the  hands 
of  the  blacksmith's  daughter,  was  naturally,  when  he 
came  to  put  it  into  words,  something  of  a  shock  to  Roger. 
But  shock  though  it  was,  it  was  true,  beyond  the  pos- 
sibility of  a  doubt;  and  many  a  troubled  yet  delicious 
meditation  had  possessed  the  young  man's  mind  as  he 
came  slowly  home  in  the  twilight  to  the  deserted  Hall. 
What  he  had  met  on  arriving  here  had  driven  all  the 
delight   away,   and  brought  back  the   trouble  tenfold. 
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He  saw  wLat  was  coming  upon  liim,  and,  wliat  was 
worse  even  ttan  his  father's  rage  and  coarse  remon- 
strances, he  saw  the  real  grievance  of  the  matter,  and 
that  this  time  Sir  Roger  had  an  unquestionable  right 
to  interfere.  The  poor  youth  went  to  his  own  room 
sighing  like  furnace,  feeling  to  the  bottom  of  his  heart 
that  it  was  a  fool's  paradise  in  which  he  had  been 
wandering,  and  that  now  his  terrible  dilemma  had 
come  home  to  him.  Had  Sir  Roger  come  but  one  day 
earlier,  his  son  would  have  met  him  with  comparative 
calmness.  It  was  only  now  —  only  in  this  walk  home 
—  only  in  this  last  inteiwiew,  that  the  poor  young 
fellow  had  found  himself  out.  And  what  was  he  to 
do?  Agnes  was  peerless  —  a  bride  for  a  king;  but 
alas!  the  blacksmith's  daughter  of  Windholm  was  not 
a  wife  for  Sir  Roger  Trevelyan's  son,  as  the  young 
Oxford  man  knew  but  too  well.  If  he  was  a  goose, 
as  Willam  Stanfield  said,  he  was  an  honourable  one, 
pure  in  his  mind  and  thoughts,  little  as  he  owed  to 
training  or  example.  To  leave  her  would  be  like 
rending  soul  from  body,  but  something  in  his  heart 
told  him  it  was  his  duty  to  leave  her;  to  tear  himself 
from  the  sweet  delight  of  her  presence  —  to  get  far 
away  from  that  one  fair  garden  in  the  desert-world, 
which  contained  her.  His  heart  sank  and  sank  till  it 
seemed  to  lie  within  him  like  a  stone.  But  a  faint 
gleam  of  sublime  duty  flickered  dimly  on  his  firma- 
ment. He  felt  as  if  he  could  do  it  for  her  sake  — 
could  part  himself  from  light  and  hope,  and  every  joy  on 
earth  —  that  so,  perhaps,  she  might  never  find  out  the 
sweet  precipice,  on  the  edge  of  which  they  had  both 
been  dallying.  Such  was  the  height  of  virtue,  of  which, 
with  silent  anguish,  young  Roger  felt  himself  capable, 
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as  lie  dressed  for  dinner  that  eventful  evening-.  There 
were  no  lights  nor  any  kind  of  comfort  in  his  room, 
the  sudden  arrival  of  the  baronet  having  turned  every- 
thing upside  down  in  the  house;  but  the  darkness  and 
the  absence  of  the  usual  solacements  were  a  kind  of 
consolation  to  the  poor  young  fellow.  To  be  permitted 
to  feel  entirely  miserable  and  to  ignore  all  possible  al- 
leviations is  a  comfort  in  the  first  troubles  of  youth. 


CHAPTER   Vl. 

Beatrice. 

Miss  Trevelyan  was  of  a  very  different  mind.  She 
had  brought  no  maid  with  her  on  this  hurried  journey, 
there  was  no  one,  as  she  had  sighed  downstairs,  who 
had  even  so  much  common  thoughtfulness  as  to  bring 
the  poor  lady  a  cup  of  tea.  She  had  no  time  to  go 
leisurely  about  her  toilette,  nor  to  rest  after  her  fa- 
tigues ,  but  must  make  a  rush  at  it  —  must  unpack  her 
things  with  her  own  hands,  and  get  herself  into  her 
dress  forthwith.  The  room  was  dark  and  heavy,  op- 
pressed with  curtains,  which  Beatrice,  having  lately 
taken  a  slight  sanitary  turn,  could  not  endure,  and 
which  certainly  added  much  to  the  ghostly,  dark,  damp 
aspect  of  the  great  gloomy  apartment,  where  all  the 
furniture  was  faded,  as  was  the  case  throughout  the 
Hall.  Two  candles  on  the  dressing-table,  throwing  a 
kind  of  dark  radiance  into  the  glass,  was  all  the  light 
there  was-,  and  the  fire  sputtered  and  hissed  in  a  vain 
attempt  to  kindle  the  green  wood  with  which  some 
ignorant  hands  had  tried  to  light  it.  Miss  Trevelyan 
had  no  overwhelming  misery  in  hand  to  blind  her  to 
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those  little  details  of  discomfort;  slie  had  only  her  un- 
satisfactory life,  in  which  there  was  little  that  it  was 
pleasant  to  look  upon.  Her  heart  was  heavy,  too;  but 
it  was  a  kind  of  heaviness  very  different  from  that 
which  had  plucked  poor  Roger's  down  out  of  the  sky 
into  those  fathomless  abysses.  Beatrice's  heart  was  al- 
ways heavy  —  it  felt  like  a  stone,  let  her  do  what  she 
would;  she  was  used  to  that  half-physical,  half-spiritual 
sensation,  which  she  carried  with  her  through  many 
amusements,  and  even  through  various  circumstances  in 
themselves  exciting  enough.  She  was  unhappy  without 
knowing  why;  just  as  some  people  are  happy  in  equal 
ignorance  of  the  cause  —  and,  like  those  happier  souls, 
had  ceased  to  think  of  it,  or  to  wonder  why  it  was.  It 
was  her  natural  and  inevitable  condition.  Her  mind 
was  a  little  roused,  a  little  softened,  to-night.  She  was 
sorry  for  her  young  brother,  whose  present  position  re- 
called to  her  the  dormant  romance  which  every  woman 
has  somehow  in  her  mind.  Beatrice,  too,  had  once 
been  in  love,  and  ready  to  commit  herself,  and  forget 
her  position,  and  relinquish  her  better  prospects  and 
marry  a  poor  man;  or  at  least  so  she  imagined.  It  was 
Sir  Roger,  of  course,  who  prevented  it,  and  there  was 
nobody  who  did  not  applaud  him,  for  that  act  at  least, 
of  his  not  praiseworthy  life.  It  was  a  long  time  ago,  and 
Miss  Trevelyan  had  outlived  that  trifling  occurrence  — 
long  outlived  it;  she  had  even  ceased  to  think  of  it  for 
years ,  and  would  have  been  quite  content  to  marry  two 
or  tln-ee  times  over,  had  all  gone  well.  But  still  at 
moments  of  special  bitterness  it  returned  to  her,  and 
she  was  able  to  indulge  in  the  sentiment  of  disappoint- 
ment, and  to  say  to  herself  that  her  life  and  happiness 
had  been  shipwrecked  upon  that  early  rock  —  which 
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was  not  true,  slie  knew,  yet  was  true  in  its  fashion, 
and  was  a  kind  of  comfort  to  licr.  Slie  would  have 
been  thinking  of  that  at  the  present  crisis  if  she  had 
not  been  so  much  worried  and  bothered  by  the  un- 
packing of  the  little  valise  which  contained  her  dress. 
It  was  a  great  nuisance,  and  gave  a  sharp  edge  and 
pungency  to  the  quiet,  sombre,  unresisted  unhappiness, 
which  was  her  usual  condition.  So  very  different  was 
it  with  her  in  the  experience  and  maturity  of  her  life, 
and  with  Roger  in  his  young  despair  and  anguish. 
After  all,  there  was  not  more  than  nine  or  ten  years' 
difference  between  them-,  but  in  such  a  life  as  that  of 
Beatrice  ten  years  might  have  counted  for  a  century. 

Things  modified  a  little  when  the  housekeeper  ap- 
peared to  offer  her  assistance,  carrying,  after  all,  the 
cup  of  tea  which  ]\Iiss  Trevelyan  wanted  so  much. 
Beatrice  tlu-ew  herself  into  a  chair  exhausted,  and  not 
very  amiable,  though  a  certain  grace  of  high-breeding, 
more  natural  than  acquired,  prevented  her  from  showing 
any  temper  to  the  woman,  who  rustled  about  in  her  silk 
gown,  and  was  inclined,  after  a  long  independent  reign, 
to  be  perhaps  rather  more  friendly  than  obsequious. 
Miss  Trevelyan  put  on  her  dressing-gown  and  loosed 
out  her  hair,  and  looked  with  longing  eyes  at  the  sofa, 
where,  however,  she  could  not  lie  down  just  now,  to 
keep  Sir  Roger  waiting  for  dinner.  Her  hair  was  light- 
brown,  not  so  abundant  as  it  once  had  been,  wonder- 
fully soft,  and  light,  and  feathery;  hair  that  had  no 
weight  nor  substance  in  it,  but  floated  in  light  clouds, 
with  a  beauty  of  its  own.  The  face  it  shaded  was  a 
remarkable  one:  high  but  delicate  features,  a  slightly 
aquiline  nose,  lips  beautiful,  but  somewhat  pale  and 
somewhat  thin  —  all  took  marks  of  age  more  distinct 
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than  simpler  beauty  is  subject  to.  Her  eyes  were  grey 
in  this  dim  light  —  light-grey,  not  very  noticeable,  ex- 
cept that  the  brows  contracted  over  them  with  a  slight 
pucker  as  they  looked  into  the  darkness ,  and  gave  them 
a  certain  aspect  of  intentness;  but  in  the  daylight  and 
the  sunshine  Beatrice  Trevelyan's  eyes  had  been  the 
subject  of  many  a  trope  and  metaphor.  They  were  the 
colour  of  light,  many  an  admiring  voice  had  said,  and 
the  description  was  true  —  a  lustrous  golden-grey,  a 
tint  so  strange  that  description  might  easily  glide  from 
beauty  to  deformity  in  endeavouring  to  explain  their 
power.  They  had,  indeed,  been  called  cat's-eyes  by 
the  envious,  though  no  greater  blunder  could  have  been 
made.  When  she  Avas  pleasantly  excited,  they  shone 
like  pure  translucent  orbs  of  gold,  or  embodied  sun- 
shine. If  it  had  ever  happened  to  Beatrice  Trevelyan 
to  be  happy,  they  would  have  been  glorious,  those 
strange  eyes  of  light;  as  it  was,  in  the  dark,  in  the 
fatigue  and  dulness  of  this  hasty  unwilling  toilette,  they 
subsided  into  grey  eyes,  light  in  hue,  but  intent  in 
gaze,  with  a  pucker  over  each  delicate  brow. 

"I've  done  the  best  I  could  for  dinner,  ma'am," 
said  the  housekeeper;  "it  was  such  short  notice.  Mr. 
Bevis  says  as  master,  I  mean  Sir  Roger,  is  awful  parti- 
cular —  but  I  said  that  Miss  Trevelyan,  as  looked  a 
kind  lady,  would  perhaps  say  a  word  for  us  —  as  we 
was  hurried  like,  and  had  no  time." 

"I  daresay  it  will  do  very  well,"  said  Beatrice. 

"It  comes  so  strange  —  it  makes  a  body  feel  so 
strange,"  said  the  housekeeper,  "never  to  set  eyes  on 
one  o'  the  family,  and  then  all  of  a  sudden  to  have  'em 
all  come  home;  you  can't  think,  ma'am,  you  as  are  a 
lady,  and  ain't  likely  to  enter  into  our  feelin's,  what  a 
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queer  feel  it  lias.  But  I  suppose  it's  all  along  o'  young 
master,  and  thinking,  as  was  natural,  that  he'd  be 
moping  at  the  Hall?" 

To  this  Miss  Trevelyan  made  no  answer.  She  was 
brushing  her  hair,  and  the  light  waves,  moved  even  by 
her  breath,  and  by  the  air  that  stole  through  the  large 
cold  room,  floated  all  about  and  over  her  face. 

"But  a  young  gentleman  seldom  mopes,  as  far  as  I 
can  see,"  said  Mrs.  Sutton,  confidentially,  as  she  laid 
out  the  gloves ,  the  scarf,  and  the  handkerchief  which 
Miss  Trevelyan's  maid  had  arranged  in  symmetrical 
order  as  her  mistress  would  want  them.  "It  ain't  like 
a  lady,  ma'am.  Lord  bless  you,  there's  always  amuse- 
ment o'  one  kind  or  another  to  be  had  about  a  village ; 
there's  the  three  Miss  Foxes  at  the  Cedars  wouldn't 
have  spared  no  pains,  if  the  young  master  had  taken 
to  them  —  but  gentlemen  is  capricious.  They'll  please 
their  fancy,  they  will;  it  don't  matter  where  they  go. 
I'm  as  glad  as  I  can  be,  though  I'm  only  a  servant, 
that  you,  ma'am,  and  Sir  Eoger  has  come  to  the 
Hall." 

"What  time  is  dinner?"  asked  Beatrice,  quietly. 

This  question  had  a  wonderful  effect  upon  the  com- 
municative housekeeper.  She  grew  red,  she  became 
confused,  she  stopped  short  all  at  once  in  the  stream 
of  disclosures  which  had  just  begun.  She  had  meant 
to  tell  Eoger's  sister  all  about  the  blacksmith's  daugh- 
ter, and  the  danger  into  which  that  deceitful  creature 
was  inveigling  the  dear  young  gentleman;  but  Mrs. 
Sutton,  good  woman,  was  totally  unaccustomed  to  fine 
company  and  did  not  understand  the  perfect  lady-like 
calm  with  which  Miss  Trevelyan  ignored  all  she  had 
been  saying.   With  a  flush  and  tremor  the  good  woman 
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answered  briefly,  "Half-past  seven,"  as  she  spread  out 
tlie  dress,  whicli  was  scarcely  so  fine  as  lier  o^ti,  upon 
the  bed. 

"Then  there  is  not  a  minute  to  spare,"  said  the 
courteous  mistress.  "Will  you  give  me  my  dress, 
Mrs.  Sutton,  please?  —  I  am  quite  ready.  If  we  stay 
over  to-morrow,  let  it  be  at  seven  —  that  is  always 
Sir  Roger's  hour,"  said  Miss  Trevelyan,  blandly.  The 
housekeeper  did  what  service  was  required  of  her  after 
this  in  affronted  silence,  and  swept  forth  out  of  the 
room,  when  Beatrice's  gentle  "thank  you,  that  will 
do,"  dismissed  her,  with  sentiments  anything  but  duti 
ful.  Miss  Trevelyan,  who  was  not  too  sensitive  to 
other  people's  feelings,  did  not  waste  a  moment  thinking 
of  the  discomfiture  of  her  attendant.  She  took  up  one 
of  the  candles  and  went  to  the  large  dark  mirror, 
which  failed  to  derive  anything  but  a  twilight  glimmer 
of  illumination  from  the  scanty  light  in  the  room,  and 
looked  at  herself  anxiously  in  it,  a  look  not  of  self- 
admiration  but  of  curious,  intent  spectatorship.  She 
looked  at  herself  as  though  she  were  saying:  —  "Bea- 
trice Trevelyan  is  gi'owing  old  very  fast  —  she  is 
going  off,  poor  thing!  It  is  such  a  pity  that  she  is  not 
married."  Such  was  the  expression  of  her  eyes  as  she 
looked  with  characteristic  intentness  and  with  that 
anxious  pucker  in  her  forehead  into  the  glass,  which 
revealed  her  dimly  in  her  tall  and  fine  proportions, 
with  the  dress  which  she  felt  to  be  shabby,  and  the 
face  which  she  knew  to  be  fading.  Every  day  she 
made  that  same  inspection  —  and  perhaps,  if  she  had 
but  known  it,  those  daily  gazings,  intent  and  serious, 
deepened  the  lines  which,  with  a  closer  inspection,  she 
noted  every  day  in  her  own  face. 
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And  tlien  slie  dropped  again  into  lier  chair  for  the 
few  spare  minutes  she  had,  and  by  means  of  Roger 
guided  herself  back  to  the  long-buried  romance  of  her 
own  youth,  which  with  a  little  harmless  self-deception 
she  could  persuade  herself  had  broken  her  heart  and 
taken  away  her  interest  in  life.  But  unfortunately, 
from  that  the  passage  was  easy  to  the  real  shadow  of 
Beatrice  Trevelyan's  existence.  She  was  not  a  saintly, 
heart-broken  maiden,  loving  once  and  no  more-,  she 
was  a  woman  of  very  imperfect  education,  high  spirit, 
and  some  ambition,  who  knew  to  the  bottom  of  her 
heart  that  her  only  chance  for  life  —  for  such  a  life 
as  she  thought  worth  having  —  lay  in  marriage.  But 
who  would  marry  Sir  Roger  Trevelyan's  daughter? 
She  smiled  an  indignant  scornful  smile  which  expanded 
her  pale  lip  painfully  as  she  recalled  the  words  she 
had  said  to  her  brother  —  "He  can  only  harm  you  for 
a  time."  He  had  harmed  Beatrice  all  her  life.  Good 
men  had  stood  aloof  from  the  disreputable  baronet's 
child;  young  fools  whom  she  despised,  and  vile  men 
whom  she  was  woman  enough  to  hate,  had  courted  her 
favour;  once  or  twice,  when  the  heavens  seemed  to 
smile,  her  father's  reputation  or  presence  had  come  in 
again  like  an  ugly  shadow  between  her  and  a  better 
fate.  She  was  fully  sensible  of  this  bitterness  of  her 
life,  but  she  did  not  leave  him  nor  think  of  leaving 
him,  notwithstanding.  He  had  a  respect  for  his  daughter 
which  he  had  for  nobody  else  in  the  world;  and  she 
perhaps,  with  all  her  sense  of  wrong,  with  all  her  in- 
dignation, with  the  sensible  blight  upon  her  which 
came  from  him,  still  after  a  kind  loved  her  father, 
who,  except  young  Roger,  a  boy  whom  she  had  never 
much  noticed,  was  all  she  had  in  the  world. 
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But,  now  and  then,  to  think  of  it  all  was  very  near 
too  nnicli  for  Miss  Trevelyan.  It  was  so  to-night,  as 
she  sat  waiting  for  the  dinner-bell,  resolved  not  to  go 
downstairs  till  the  last  moment.  Recollections  of  one 
time  and  another,  when  that  shabby  figure  had  come 
between  her  and  everything  that  made  it  worth  while 
to  live,  rose  bitterly  upon  her  heart.  What  could 
Roger's  wrongs  ever  be  to  hers?  Her  father's  appear- 
ance had  quenched  the  incipient  love  more  than  once 
or  twice  in  the  breast  of  an  honourable  man,  to  whom 
Beatrice  Trevelyan  would  have  made  a  true  wife,  had 
it  been  so  ordered.  It  was  not  a  high  view,  certainly, 
of  a  woman's  heart  or  hopes-,  but  it  was  true  that  there 
were  two  or  three  in  the  past  —  as  indeed  there  might 
even  yet  be  some  in  the  future  —  whose  appearance 
had  quickened  in  the  mind  of  Beatrice  all  those  thrills 
of  ambition  and  hopes  of  advancement,  which,  if  she 
had  been  a  man,  she  might  have  carried  out  in  more 
legitimate  ways.  It  was  not  mercenary  hope,  either, 
poor  soul  —  it  was  advancement  to  a  better  life,  and 
not  simply  to  greater  wealth  or  rank.  It  was  even  a 
solace  to  the  woman's  pride  in  her  that  she  had  refused 
various  suitors  among  her  father's  associates,  who 
offered  sullied  names  to  her  acceptance.  But  necessity 
was  desperate  in  her  case.  Since  she  was  a  girl,  she 
had  been  aware  that  she  must  marry,  if  she  was  to  be 
anyhow  delivered  from  the  atmosphere  in  which  she 
found  herself.  She  still  knew  the  same  necessity  un- 
changed, though  she  was  no  longer  a  girl.  Some 
people  would  describe  Beatrice  as  an  old  maid  going 
back  upon  her  disappointments.  Poor  soul!  it  was 
comforting  to  her  heart  to  fall  back  when  she  could 
upon  that  old  piece  of  girlish  sentiment,  and  to  think, 
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if  lier  first  love  liad  not  been  thwarted,  wliat  a  different 
life  liers  might  have  been!  But  that  was  not  the  real 
grievance  which  made  her  heart  bitter  within  her. 
lMien  she  heard  the  dinner-bell  she  got  up  and  moved 
away  through  the  dim  room,  not  without  another  glance 
at  the  dark  surface  of  the  glass;  not  that  she  cared  for 
her  appearance  then  or  there  —  only  because  it  was 
her  habit,  and  because  she  never  could  refrain  from 
that  silent  inquiry,  out  of  which  so  little  comfort 
could  be  got.  The  mirror  kept  telling  her,  like  a  pre- 
tentious and  unseasonable  preacher,  that  her  autumn 
was  waning,  and  that  she  was  growing  old;  but,  dis- 
agreeable as  was  the  response,  she  never  could  help 
repeating  the  question  —  a  question  much  too  pro- 
found for  vanity,  and  involving  all  that  was  most 
serious  in  her  life. 


CHAPTER   VIL 

After  Dinner. 

"You  don't  know  what  you  are  speaking  of,  sir. 
I  beg  your  pardon,  father,  I  mean  no  disrespect;  but  I 
tell  you,  you  don't  know  who  or  what  you  are  speaking 
of.  For  Heaven's  sake,  say  no  more!"  cried  Roger, 
with  such  a  flush  of  shame  and  outraged  love  and 
wounded  pride  as  scorched  the  young  man's  cheeks. 
He  was  boiling  over  with  indignation  and  misery,  but, 
with  all  the  force  he  could  put  upon  himself,  was  en- 
deavouring to  keep  his  passion  down. 

"Don't  talk  such  confounded  nonsense  to  me,"  said 
Sir  Roger.  "Hang  it,  I  knew  it  all  before  you  were 
born.     You  can't  say  I'm  a  hard  overseer,  or  one  that 
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stops  you  of  a  little  amusement;  on  the  contrary,  I 
tell  you  this  girl  — " 

"And  I  tell  you,"  cried  the  young  man  in  despera- 
tion, "that  I  will  hear  nothing  more.  Have  you  no 
pity  —  no  —  no  shame,  sir?  My  sister  is  in  the  house 
—  that  ought  to  be  enough;  not  to  say  that  you  are  in- 
sulting a  creature  —  of  whom  I  dare  not  trust  myself  to 
speak,"  cried  poor  Roger;  "of  whom  you  can't  form  any 
conception.  No  more,  no  —  1  cannot  hear  any  more. 
My  sister  is  in  the  house." 

"What  the  deuce  has  your  sister  to  do  with  it?" 
said  the  baronet.  "I  never  said  you  were  to  bring  her 
here.  Beatrice  has  seen  a  good  deal  in  her  time,  by 
Jove  she  has!  She  knows  better  than  a  milksop  like 
you.  Why,  I  suppose  you  must  have  your  day,  like 
the  rest  of  us.  I  don't  want  to  be  hard  upon  you.  I 
can't  pretend  to  be  an  example,  my  boy,  and  you 
know  it,  so  I  never  take  up  the  preaching  line;  but  if 
you  let  yourself  be  inveigled  into  any  d — d  folly,  sir," 
said  Sir  Roger,  striking  the  table  with  his  hand;  "if 
you  commit  yourself  and  your  family,  and  give  a  con- 
founded set  of  beggars  any  power  over  you  —  as  it's 
my  opinion  you're  on  the  eve  of  doing  —  if  you  prove 
yourself  such  a  deuced  idiot,  there's  an  end  of  any  in- 
tercourse between  you  and  me.  By  Jove,  you  shall 
suffer  for  it!  By  — ,  sir,  I  tell  you,  you  shall  rue 
your  folly.  Not  a  penny  of  my  money  shall  go  to 
support  King  Cophetua.  But  take  it  in  a  different 
light,"  said  the  worthy  baronet,  lowering  his  voice; 
and  he  proceeded  to  enlarge  upon  the  subject  in  a  Avay 
which  drove  his  unfortunate  hearer  half  mad  with  terror 
and  rage. 

The  interview  was  prolonged  so  much  beyond  what 
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Beati'ice  expected,  that,  sitting  alone  in  the  gloomy, 
ghostly  drawing-room,  and  being  well  aware  of  Sir 
Roger's  habits,  Miss  Trevelyan  was  struck  with  pity 
for  her  young  brother,  who  had  been  absent  for  a  long 
time,  and  had  not  become  accustomed  to  all  the  odious 
particulars  of  those  evening  sittings.  She  wrapt  her 
shawl  round  her,  and  went  and  tapped  at  the  door  of 
the  dining-room;  then,  receiving  no  answer,  oj)ened  it. 

"Come  outside  with  your  cigars —  it  is  a  beautiful 
night,"  she  said;  but  stopped  short  in  her  invitation, 
involuntarily  arrested  by  what  she  saw. 

Sir  Roger  was  sitting  over  his  wine,  which  had 
ah-eady  begun  to  tell  upon  him,  talking  incessantly, 
babbling  without  being  conscious,  apparently,  of  any 
interruption.  It  was  his  own  vile  experiences  which  the 
wretched  father  had  entered  into,  his  potations  having 
loosened  his  tongue,  and  confused  his  brain  sufficiently, 
to  make  him  forget  that  it  was  his  son  to  M^hom  he  was 
speaking.  Roger,  for  his  part,  had  got  up  and  stood 
with  his  hand  grasping  the  back  of  his  chair,  waiting 
for  an  opportunity  to  say  something  which  that  hideous 
tipsy  monologue  left  him  no  room  for.  When  he  saw 
his  sister  he  gave  a  violent  start,  and  waved  his  hand 
to  her  with  an  imperative  commanding  gesture. 

"Go  away,  Beatrice,  go  away!"  he  cried,  violently. 

At  this  sudden  sound  il\e  baronet  looked  up. 

"Oh,  it's  Beatrice,  is  it?  let  her  come  in.  She 
don't  mind,"  he  said,  with  a  detestable  tipsy  smile. 
"She  agrees  with  me  in  every  word  I  say." 

Young  Roger  turned  round  and  swept  out  his 
wondering,  watching  sister,  whose  curiosity  was  much 
roused  and  sharpened  by  the  scene,  like  some  indignant 
youthful  angel,  as  she  thought.   And  even  Beatrice  felt 
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herself  startled  into  a  liorror  and  disgust  more  lively 
than  she  imagined  herself  capable  of  feeling  for  any 
wickedness.  He  grasped  her  by  the  arm  and  thrust 
her  out  of  the  room,  and  shut  the  door  behind  him  with 
nervous  violence. 

"Thank  Heaven!"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  long  groan 
out  of  his  very  heart,  turning  to  the  open  hall  door, 
from  which  came  a  fresh  gust  of  out-door  air. 

The  young  man  seized  an  outer  coat,  which  hung 
on  a  stand.  He  wanted  no  company  just  then,  but 
only  to  rush  out  into  the  pure  air,  and  wash  away  those 
horrible  suggestions  in  the  silence  of  the  night;  but  he 
would  not  leave  his  sister  at  the  door. 

"Don't  go  back  to  the  drawing-room,  Beatrice," 
said  Roger,  don't  wait  for  —  for  him.  He's  taken  too 
much  wine,  I  suppose.  Gro  to  your  own  room.  Go  to 
bed.  Don't  listen  to  any  of  his  talk.  He  doesn't  seem 
to  know  what  he's  saying  to-night." 

As  Beatrice  looked  into  his  pale,  indignant  face,  it 
almost  appeared  to  her  for  the  moment  that  here  was  a 
brother  who  might  stand  by  and  deliver  a  poor  woman 
such  as  she.  She  looked  at  him  Avistfully  as  he  stood 
urging  her  to  go  upstairs,  and  evidently  longing  to  get 
out  and  away  from  her.  Then  she  tied  her  handkerchief 
over  her  head,  and  drew  her  shawl  closer  round  her, 
and  took  his  arm  with  a  sense  of  affectionateness  which 
she  had  scarcely  felt  before  in  her  life. 

"I  will  go  out  with  you,  Roger,  first,"  she  said  — 
"it  is  a  lovely  night  —  and  I  do  so  want  to  speak  to  you; 
he'll  go  to  sleep  now  —  he  always  does.  Don't  be 
afraid  for  me ;  he  never  does  anything  worse  than  swear 
in  my  presence.  Wliat's  the  matter,  dear?  —  Roger, 
you  and  I  scarcely  know  each  other  —  but  I  am  your 
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sister  all  tlie  same.  It  would  do  me  good,  perhaps,  if 
you  were  to  take  me  into  your  confidence.  What  is 
all  this  about?" 

After  a  long  silence  —  "I  can't  tell  you,"  said 
Roger,  abruptly.  "Nothing  is  the  matter  —  never 
mind  —  Sir  Roger's  conversation  won't  bear  repeating," 
said  the  brother  to  the  sister  —  and  then  there  followed 
a  stifled  exclamation  of  rage  and  indignation.  Beatrice 
did  not  know  what  her  father  had  been  saying;  but  it 
was  not  difficult  to  jump  at  the  conclusion  that  it  had 
been  something  too  offensive  to  be  borne. 

"Never  mind  that,"  she  said,  softly  —  "I  want  to 
hear  about  yourself.  Something  has  happened  —  you 
may  safely  tell  me,  Roger  —  if  I  can  help  you  I  will ; 
and  if  I  can't,  nobody  shall  ever  hear  of  it  again." 

So  by  degrees  she  won  him  to  open  his  heart. 
"Wlien  he  had  once  begun  to  speak,  the  flood  came 
fully,  without  stint  or  reserve.  It  was  a  comfort  to 
be  able  to  show  how  deeply  injured  and  insulted  he 
was  —  how  he  had  been  making  up  his  mind  to 
sublime  self-sacrifice  when  his  father  attacked  him  on 
the  subject  in  a  way  which  Roger  could  not  describe. 
They  walked  up  and  down  upon  the  dewy  grass, 
under  the  faint  stars,  talking  softly,  confidentially,  as 
any  brother  and  sister  might.  They  had  a  long  con- 
sultation, interesting  and  perhaps  comforting  to  both; 
but  yet  there  was  one  particular  which  chilled  Roger, 
and  irritated  him  he  could  scarcely  tell  how.  He  had 
told  his  sister  about  Agnes  —  all  her  loveliness,  her 
gracefulness,  her  entire  superiority  to  the  circumstances 
around  her,  and  how  she  knew  nothing  of  his  love, 
and  how  he  had  made  up  his  mind  never  to  wound 
her   tender  heart  by   the   discovery,   but   to   go  away 
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while  yet  slie  had  not  found  it  out.  This  he  said, 
perhaps,  hoping  that  Beatrice  being  a  woman,  might 
be  romantic  and  contradict  him  somehow  in  this  settled 
purpose  of  his.  Beatrice  was  full  of  sympathy,  but 
she  took  it  all  for  granted  in  the  most  matter  of  fact 
way.  It  never  seemed  to  occur  to  her  as  possible  that 
any  other  conclusion  could  come;  it  was  the  natural 
and  only  thing  to  do;  though  she  was  a  sorry  for  him 
as  if  he  had  lost  a  great  deal  of  money,  or  met  with 
any  other  great  misfortune  which  necessitated  an  in- 
stant change  of  life.  As  they  walked  up  and  down, 
talking  it  all  over,  Roger's  heart  rebelled  more  and 
more  with  every  sympathetic  word  his  sister  addressed 
to  him.  The  more  pitifully  she  talked  of  this  folly 
which  was  over  and  ended,  the  more  his  strong,  young, 
hitherto  uncontradicted  energy  set  in  the  other  direction. 
He  was  first  saddened  and  then  roused  and  irritated 
by  the  unalterable  character  with  which  she  seemed 
to  invest  his  hasty  heroical  purpose  of  self-sacrifice. 
After  all,  was  it  so  very  certain  that  he  must  go  away? 
Finally,  Beatrice  did  him  more  harm  than  even  his 
father  had  done.  She  left  him  with  a  sisterly  kiss  and 
warm  pressure  of  his  hand,  saying,  as  any  sensible 
woman  would,  that  he  was  still  young,  and  that  hard 
as  it  was,  he  would  get  over  it,  and  be  very  glad  that 
he  had  courage  to  withdraw  at  once  and  do  what  was 
right.  She  left  him  calmed,  as  she  thought,  to  smoke 
his  cigar,  and  perhaps  indulge  in  a  few  fond  sad  thoughts 
of  the  village  beauty,  from  whom  in  his  high  principle 
he  was  about  to  flee;  but  in  reality  she  left  him  in  a 
state  of  restrained  impatience  and  resentment,  with  new 
impulses  of  rebellion  in  his  heart,  chafing  at  the  cold 
wisdom  which  would  bind  him  to  such  a  sacrifice.    All 
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very  well  for  Beatrice  —  what  did  she  know  about  it? 
It  was  so  easy  to  bid  another  give  up  all  the  light  and 
joy  of  life  for  the  sake  of  duty.  Duty!  —  was  it  duty? 
—  and  then  ensued  all  those  questionings  in  which 
every  mind  which  takes  times  to  deliberate  in  the  face 
of  a  great  danger,  loses  itself  and  its  certainties.  It 
was  in  this  state  of  endless  angry  self- argument ,  some- 
times working  himself  up  to  hasty  resolves  of  passion, 
sometimes  going  back  for  a  moment  to  see  the  truth, 
and  again  chafing  wildly  over  his  father's  insulting 
advice,  and  that  pity  of  his  sister  which  never  con- 
templated the  possibility  of  any  happier  alternative  — 
that  young  Roger  spent  the  night-,  the  same  night  on 
which  Agnes,  momentarily  chilled  by  the  thought  that 
he  might  go  away,  was  lying  awake  in  the  dark, 
feeling,  in  a  sweet  glow  of  faith  and  certainty,  that  he 
would  not  —  could  not.  Such  was  the  difference  be- 
tween the  man  and  the  woman  —  or  rather  between 
the  youth  already  tossed  about  between  duty  and  his 
heart's  desu'e,  and  the  girl  who  knew  as  yet  no  com- 
plications in  the  harmony  of  her  life. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

The  Blacksmith's  Resolution. 

Sir  Roger  got  up  late  next  morning,  as  was  his 
custom,  and  Beatrice  and  her  brother  breakfasted  to- 
gether in  a  restraint  and  silence  which  she  thought 
strange  enough  after  the  affectionate  confidence  of  last 
night.  Perhaps  Miss  Trevelyan  had  never  known  what 
it  was  to  love  anybody  with  the  abandon  of  youth. 
Certainly,   had  it  been  possible  for  her  to  permit  her 
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affections  to  be  engaged  by  anyone  in  the  position  of 
William  Stanfi eld's  daughter,  she  would  have  cut  the 
knot,  as  soon  as  she  discovered  it,  with  unflinching 
steadiness.  Such  a  connexion  was  simply  impossible, 
and  accordingly  she  did  not  understand  the  injured, 
sullen,  resentful  look  which  sat  upon  her  brother's  face 
and  characterised  his  manner.  She  did  not  understand 
that  her  very  acquiescence  in  his  decision,  her  accept- 
ance of  it  as  a  matter  of  course,  was  gall  and  bitter- 
ness to  poor  Roger,  who,  the  more  she  ignored  it, 
turned  the  more  to  a  happier  alternative,  and  began  to 
think  it  possible  in  proportion  as  she  put  her  sym- 
pathetic seal  upon  its  impossibility.  Bevis  brought 
them  word,  when  they  had  finished  breakfast,  that  Sir 
Roger  meant  to  leave  the  Hall  after  luncheon.  He 
and  Miss  Trevelyan  had  been  visiting  at  somebody's 
house  not  very  far  off,  though  the  young  squire  was 
unaware  of  their  vicinity,  and  there  they  were  now  to 
return.  When  Roger  heard  this,  he  took  leave  of  his 
sister.  "I  don't  want  to  see  him  again,"  said  the  young 
man  —  "no  good  could  come  of  it,  Beatrice.  Good- 
bye! I'll  write  to  you.  There  won't  be  very  much  to 
tell,  I  daresay,  but  I'll  write." 

"And  you'll  leave  the  Hall  to-day,  Roger?"  said 
Miss  Trevelyan. 

"Where  shall  I  go?"  he  asked  with  suppressed  in- 
dignation and  sullenness. 

"Anywhere,  dear  —  any  place  that  will  be  amus- 
ing," said  his  sister,  soothing  him.  "You  might  go  up 
to  town,  or  go  and  see  some  of  your  friends.  There 
is  Fred  Pendarves,  who  always  was  so  fond  of  you  — 
but  to  be  sure  he  is  in  Parliam^ent,  and  has  a  great 
deal   to   do.       Ah!    I   wish   you   were   in   Parliament, 
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Roger;  it  would  give  you  some  occupation.  But  you 
know  there  are  plenty  of  people  wlio  would  be  glad  to 
have  you.  There  are  some  nice  people  at  the  Hors- 
leys',  where  we  are  staying;  but  I  daresay  you  would 
not  like  to  go  there.  I  think  you  had  much  better  go 
to  town.  It  must  be  getting  pleasant  now;  and  poor 
Fred  Pendarves  will  be  so  glad  to  see  you.  Good- 
bye —  God  bless  you!  You'll  be  sure  to  write  and 
tell  me  where  you  are?" 

"Yes,"  said  the  young  squire,  who  had  no  bene- 
diction to  bestow.  He  left  her  immediately,  and  went 
out  with  a  dull  resentment  in  his  heart.  What  did  it 
matter  where  he  went?  —  anywhere  that  would  amuse 
him!  —  that  was  all  that  even  Beatrice,  who  was  a 
woman,  and  might  know  better,  could  recommend  to 
him.  He  wandered  about  in  a  furtive,  aimless  way, 
always  pondering,  deliberating,  making  up  his  mind 
that  he  really  must  leave  the  Hall  to-day,  with  a  men- 
tal reservation  behind,  which  he  kept  out  his  own  sight 
with  natural  timidity  until  he  had  seen  Sir  Eoger  and 
Beatrice  ride  off,  with  Bevis  behind  them,  upon  their 
long  ride  to  Horsley  Park.  Then  it  turned  out  that 
it  was  just  about  his  usual  hour  for  going  down  to  the 
village.  For  the  last  time.  It  would  be  uncivil  to 
William  Stanfield,  who  was  a  natural  gentleman,  to  go 
away  without  saying  good-bye;  it  would  be  rude  to 
Agnes.  And  so  the  young  man  set  out,  not  without 
a  breathless,  vague  imagination  that  something  might 
happen  to  delay  the  departure  upon  which  he  had  re- 
solved —  yes,  —  that  is,  if  nothing  came  in  the 
way. 

And  everything  looked  so  precisely  the  same  as  it 
had   done   yesterday!   the   common   expanding  just   as 
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before  with  its  early  gorse  blossoms  to  the  sun  —  the 
boys  playing  cricket  just  the  same  —  tlie  common  in- 
cidents of  the  village  identical  with  the  incidents  of 
yesterday;  yet  he  felt  his  breath  come  short  as  he  drew 
near  the  house,  and  as  soon  as  he  came  within  sight, 
put  up  his  glass  to  his  eye,  being  shortsighted  like  his 
father  and  sister,  to  see  whether  there  was  anything  in 
its  aspect  to  correspond  with  the  change  in  himself. 
Had  the  blinds  been  all  down,  and  the  livery  of  death 
upon  the  house,  it  would  scarcely  have  surprised  Eoger. 
The  wonder  was  that  it  should  look  just  as  usual,  and 
that  absolutely  nothing  had  happened  anywhere  to 
make  any  show  upon  the  face  of  the  earth.  Only  he 
was  changed.  The  windows  were  open,  the  white  cur- 
tains fluttering,  the  sun  just  beginning  to  gleam  side- 
long along  the  front  of  the  house,  upon  which  at  sunset 
it  shone  so  full.  There  was  even ,  he  thought ,  a  figure 
to  be  discovered  working  at  the  parlour-window.  His 
heart  yearned  over  that  faint  outline  —  poor  foolish 
fellow!  Would  she  care?  Would  it  cloud  her  face  or 
dim  her  sweet  looks  to  learn  that  he  came  to  say  good- 
bye? —  and  if  it  did,  what  then?  He  went  on  a  little 
faster  to  the  familiar  door. 

But  under  the  archway  —  a  strange  sight  to  see 
in  the  working  day  —  William  Stanfield  himself  was 
standing.  Roger's  heart  beat  higher  when  he  caught 
sight  of  the  blacksmith  standing  sentinel  at  his  own 
door.  Here,  at  least,  was  another  visible  symptom  of 
change.  His  steps  slackened  again  in  spite  of  himself. 
He  did  not  know  what  he  could  say  in  case  the  black- 
smith addressed  him  on  this  subject,  which  was  a  thing 
he  had  never  anticipated.  As  he  came  slowly  across 
the  village  green,  with  the  natural  awkwardness  of  a 
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man  who  feels  himself  for  a  long  time  exposed  to  the 
full  gaze  of  the  person  he  is  going  to  see,  his  last 
night's  prudent  thoughts  came  back  to  him  oddly 
enough,  just  at  the  moment  when  their  recurrence  was 
painful.  To  meet  the  blacksmith's  broad  open  gaze, 
just  as  he  began  to  recollect  that,  love  or  no  love,  the 
blacksmith's  daughter  was  no  mate  for  him,  was  hard 
upon  an  inexperienced  spirit;  for  the  youth  could  no 
more  help  looking  up  to  William  Stanfield  than  he 
could  help  perceiving  that  the  blacksmith  was  bigger, 
stronger,  altogether  in  point  of  nature  a  more  notable 
personage  than  himself  Almost  Roger  Trevelyan  would 
have  withdrawn  if  he  could  from  the  encounter.  But 
it  was  not  so  to  be. 

"Good  morning,"  said  the  blacksmith;  "I  came  out 
to  have  a  bit  of  talk  with  you,  Mr.  Trevelyan.  It's 
not  my  custom  to  mind  what  folks  say;  but  I'm  given 
to  understand  there  are  more  prudent  ways  o'  working, 
and  a  man's  never  too  old  to  learn." 

"Do  you  mean  it's  more  prudent  not  to  admit  me?" 
cried  Roger,  jumping  at  the  heart  of  the  matter  with 
involuntary  temerity.  He  felt  himself  turned  back  with 
such  an  irresistible  moral  force  as  the  blacksmith  turned 
away  from  that  door,  always  up  to  this  time  so  hos- 
pitably open  to  him. 

"Well,  perhaps  that's  the  plain  English  of  it,"  said 
William  Stanfield,  with  his  slow  smile,  in  which,  how- 
ever, there  was  a  little  trouble;  "that  is,  not  meaning 
what  I  think  myself,  but  what  other  people  think.  Mr. 
Trevelyan.  When  a  man's  left  to  puzzle  out  things  by 
himself,  he  don't  always  fall  into  the  beaten  way;  but 
I'm  not  clear  but  what  the  beaten  way's  the  safest  for 
most  folks'  feet.   Not  meaning  to  be  unkind  or  uncivil," 
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said  tlie  blacksmith,  turning  upon  tlie  young  man  wlien 
they  were  fairly  out  of  the  village  green  upon  the 
outskirts  of  the  common,  "though  what  I've  got  to  say 
may  seem  so.  I'm  very  glad  to  see  you  in  my  house 
—  and  so  are  all  there,"  he  added,  as  if  in  an  uncon- 
scious parenthesis,  "but  when  you  come  to  think  of  it, 
the  blacksmith's  house  ain't  the  place  for  the  squire's 
son.  I  don't  know  why,  for  my  part,  seeing  we  want 
nothing  of  you —  nor  you  of  us,"  said  the  blacksmith, 
looking  steadily,  with  a  little  emphasis,  in  Roger's  face, 
"except  converse  and  good  company;  but  so  it  is,  ac- 
cording to  most  folks'  ways  of  thinking;  and  wishing 
you  every  good,  Mr.  Trevelyan ,  and  feeling  I'm  a  fool 
to  do  such  a  thing  as  this,  I  must  ask  you  not  to  come 
to  my  house  any  more." 

"Not  to  come  —  any  more?"  repeated  Roger,  who 
was  struck  dumb,  half  with  surprise,  more  than  half 
with  offence,  and  was  not  aware  what  words  they  were 
which  escaped  from  him  in  his  amazement.  Of  course 
it  agreed  exactly  with  his  own  resolutions;  but  people 
are  seldom  much  delighted  to  find  their  resolutions, 
however  painful,  forestalled  so  completely  by  the 
event. 

"No  more!"  said  William  Stanfield.  "I  don't  say 
it  without  a  little  shame  o'  myself,  Mr.  Trevelyan,  nor 
with  any  but  kind  feelings  to  you.  There's  a  deal  of 
better  company  in  the  world  than  we  are.  It's  less  of 
a  loss  to  you  than  to  us,"  he  continued  kindly,  moved 
by  the  blank  aspect  of  the  young  man's  face. 

The  young  squire  felt  the  ground  taken  from  under 
his  feet.  He  was  utterly  confused  for  the  moment  — 
stupid  with  wretchedness,  and  disgust,  and  disappointed 
love.     It  was  not  even  he  who  was  retiring  from  the 
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field  —  lie  was  being  sent  away,  and,  however  lie 
might  rebel  against  other  authorities,  William  Stanfield 
meant  it,  and  in  the  calm  of  his  regretful  resolution 
was  invincible.  Standing  blank  before  this  compas- 
sionate immovable  man,  poor  Roger  found  nothing  to 
say  but  the  least  prudent,  the  most  foolish  words  he 
could  have  uttered.  "And  Agnes?"  he  said,  in  the 
bitterness  of  his  heart  —  "Agnes!  am  I  not  to  see  her 
once  —  not  once  before  we  part?" 

"Agnes!"  said  Stanfield,  with  a  great  crimson  flush 
darting  in  an  instant  over  his  face.  He  lifted  his  large 
brown  eyes  in  a  perfect  blaze  of  light,  suddenly  roused 
by  the  only  touch  in  the  world  which  could  have  moved 
him  to  passion.  "Agnes!  and  what  have  you  to  do 
with  Agnes,  young  man?"  he  went  on,  sternly  sub- 
duing himself,  but  quite  unable  to  bring  down  this 
sudden  excitement  to  his  usual  calm.  lie  stood  steady 
and  inexorable  before  young  Trevelyan,  fixing  upon 
him  those  broad  Juno-eyes,  which  were  almost  awful 
in  their  unwonted  light.  If  he  had  been  conscious  of 
any  evil  intention  in  respect  to  her,  or  even  of  any 
frivolous  thought,  Eoger  must  have  been  overwhelmed 
by  that  steadfast  gaze.  But  he  was  himself  too  much 
absorbed  and  carried  away  by  his  own  emotions  to  be 
moved  by  a  look. 

"What  have  I  to  do  with  her?"  said  the  young 
squire,  bitterly,  "oh,  nothing,  I  suppose  —  nothing; 
now  that  you  have  settled  it  between  you,  my  father 
and  you.  It  does  not  matter  that  I  love  her  —  it  does 
not  matter  that  she  — " 

"Hush!"  said  Stanfield,  lifting  his  large  hand, 
"nothing  about  her;  but  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Tre- 
velyan, I  had  forgotten  about  love,  and  that  you  were 
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young.  I  should  not  have  led  you  into  temptation. 
Now,  perhaps  the  less  we  say  the  better;  between  you 
and  me,"  said  the  blacksmith,  proudly  declining  to  in- 
troduce his  daughter's  name,  "there  may  be  a  kind  of 
friendship  —  but  no  nearer  nor  further  connexion,  as 
you  are  well  aware.  So  it's  best  that  we  say  good-bye 
without  any  reflections.  Talking's  good  for  little;  but 
I  think  the  kinder  of  you  for  this,"  he  said,  stretching 
out  his  large  hand.  Roger  had  no  heart  to  take  it,  no 
will  to  be  dismissed,  every  individual  feeling  in  him 
revolted  against  submission.  He  turned  away  with  a 
choking  sensation  of  powerlessness  yet  resistance. 

"What  is  the  use  of  offering  me  your  hand?"  said 
the  youth;  "if  you  trusted  me  as  a  gentleman  —  as  a 
man  —  you  would  never  turn  me  away  from  your 
door.  What  have  I  done?  If  you  had  been  a  prince, 
I  could  not  have  approached  with  more  respect  —  with 
greater  honour.  Stanfield!  have  a  little  pity;  let  me 
see  her  again.  I  will  take  no  advantage,  I  will  not 
say  a  word  to  disturb  her,  unless  —  I  pledge  you  my 
word  to  go  away  —  never  to  trouble  you  more;  only 
let  me  see  her  once  again!" 

Once  more  the  blacksmith  held  out  his  large  hand. 
He  looked  with  the  tenderness  and  pity  of  a  man  who 
was  a  father,  yet  had  not  outlived  the  sentiments  of 
his  youth,  upon  the  poor  young  lover.  Perhaps  a 
silent  thrill  of  pride  to  find  that  his  Agnes,  after  all, 
was  worthily  thought  of,  moved  his  heart.  But  he 
was  inexorable.  "No,"  he  said,  with  a  voice  which 
changed  and  trembled  with  unusual  music  in  the 
sympathy  which  was  fellow-feeling  and  made  him  once 
more  young  • —  "no,  better  not  for  both.  Mr.  Tre- 
velyan,   I  put  my  confidence  in  you,"    said  Stanfield, 
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who  would  not  believe  in  anybody  by  halves ;  "slie  is 
young  and  don't  know  herself  as  yet.  Is  it  not  your 
duty  as  well  as  mine  to  protect  her  from  —  from 
making  any  discoveries  that  might  —  I'm  an  in- 
cautious man.  I  say  more  than  there's  any  need  to 
say.  Leave  her  alone,  Mr.  Trevelyan,  in  the  quiet  of 
her  youth." 

"Then  you  think  — ?"  said  Eoger,  all  in  a  sudden 
glow  of  pride  and  happiness. 

"I  think  nothing,  sir,"  said  the  blacksmith,  with  a 
momentary  return  of  sternness,  "except  that  I  appeal 
to  your  honour  —  and  your  —  love,  if  it  is  so,  to 
come  no  more  to  my  house;  not  to  say  that  if  you  re- 
fuse, I  am  a  man  that  can  guard  my  house  from  any 
visitor  I  disapprove  of;  but  these  arc  not  the  terms  I 
want  to  put  it  on,"  said  Stanfield,  with  once  again  that 
softening  musical  thrill  in  his  voice.  "Good-bye,  sir, 
and  Grod  bless  you !  We'll  think  of  you  long  at  Wind- 
holm  —  but  the  best  wish  I  can  wish  for  us  all,  more's 
the  pity,  is  that  we  may  never  see  you  more." 

With  these  words,  William  Stanfield  turned  away. 
He  could  neither  trust  himself  to  say  any  more ,  nor  to 
listen  further  to  his  eager  young  companion.  Roger 
was  left  standing  on  the  soft  grass  of  the  common  with 
a  kind  of  stupefied  sense  that  he  had  here  come  in 
contact  with  the  inevitable,  and  could  do  himself  no 
good  by  any  struggle  or  resistance.  When  he  recov- 
ered he  went  back  in  a  tremor  of  suppressed  excite- 
ment to  the  Hall,  many  a  wild  scheme  flashing  through 
his  mind  the  while.  He  gave  some  hurried,  doubtful 
orders  to  his  man,  which  that  functionary  consulted 
Mrs.  Sutton  about  without  being  able  to  make  anything 
of  them.     Whether  Mr.  Trevelyan  meant  to  leave  the 
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Hall  tliat  day,  or  to  remain  for  an  indefinite  period, 
neither  of  them  could  decide,  and  the  young  squire  did 
not  linger  to  give  any  explanations.  The  servant  made 
his  mind  easy  by  packing  some  of  his  master's  things, 
and  laying  out  others  for  immediate  use,  so  that  how- 
ever the  decision  might  prove  to  be,  when  that  uncer- 
tain young  potentate  came  back,  he  at  least  might  not 
be  capable  of  blame. 


CHAPTER   IX. 

By  Chance. 

The  young  squire  occupied  himself  in  a  most  un- 
satisfactory way  all  the  afternoon.  He  kept  walking 
about  in  utter  restlessness  and  helplessness,  altogether 
occupied  by  an  unaccountable  longing,  yet  unable  to 
think  of  any  means  to  gratify  it.  He  was  sufficiently 
experienced  in  the  ways  of  the  world  to  know  that  he 
ought  to  seize  this  moment  to  escape,  and  ought  to  be 
grateful  to  the  blacksmith  for  a  dismissal  which,  though 
it  mortified  him,  saved  him  from  any  painful  conscious- 
ness of  having  deceived  or  deluded  the  girl  whom  he 
could  not  prevent  himself  from  loving.  Thank  Heaven, 
she  would  be  spared  any  disappointment  or  vexation; 
but  yet  that  was  a  cold  comfort,  and  Roger  strained 
his  eyes  to  catch  a  possible  glimpse  of  her,  and  con- 
jured her  pretty  figure  up  in  the  distance  a  dozen 
times  at  least,  as  he  wandered  about  the  rougher  part 
of  the  common,  where  the  flat  surface  was  broken  with 
innumerable  heights  and  hollows.  He  had  seen  Agnes 
pass  in  that  direction  once  or  twice,  during  his  ac- 
quaintance with  her,   going  to  see  an  old  servant  who 
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lived  some  distance  off.  It  was  a  forlorn  hope,  but 
still  it  was  a  liope.  If  slie,  too,  felt  dreary  and  sur- 
prised at  the  lack  of  the  daily  visitor,  he  thought  it 
was  not  impossible  that  she  might  bethink  herself  of 
this  distant  pensioner;  for  Roger's  vanity  or  feelings, 
or  some  clearer  insight  in  him,  made  it  impossible  for 
him  to  believe  that  she  would  be  altogether  indifferent 
to  his  departure;  and  then  he  thought  of  her  father's 
words,  that  they  should  save  her  from  making  any  dis- 
covery. Yes,  that  was  true,  very  true;  but  —  might 
it  not,  perhaps,  be  better  that  they  should  for  one  ex- 
quisite moment  know  that  they  loved  each  other,  and 
part,  innocent  young  martyrs,  conscious  of  the  delight 
as  well  as  the  anguish,  as  that  they  should  pine  apart, 
always  longing  to  know  what  was  in  each  other's 
hearts?  Young  Trevelyan  kept  wandering  up  and 
do^vn  among  the  gorse  bushes  with  these  thoughts  in 
his  mind  —  often  thinking,  as  he  lifted  his  eye  and 
his  eyeglass  in  wistful  inspection  of  the  long  stretch  of 
vacant  space  open  before  him,  that  some  solitary 
distant  figure,  which  in  one  case  turned  out  to  be  Mrs. 
Mumford,  the  laundress,  and  in  another  a  woman  sell- 
ing oranges,  was  Agnes;  for  the  poor  fellow's  agita- 
tion did  not  help  his  imperfect  vision.  And  so  at  last 
it  happened  that  he  had  just  turned  from  a  long, 
searching,  vain  gaze  in  the  direction  of  the  village, 
and  was  dropping  his  eyeglass  with  a  heavy  sigh, 
when  a  sound  almost  too  light  for  a  footstep  caught 
his  anxious  ear  on  the  other  side;  and  turning  round 
he  actually  saw  the  figure  for  which  he  had  been  look- 
ing, and  which  seemed  to  his  startled  perceptions  at 
this  particular  moment  to  have  dropped  from  the  skies. 
Agnes  was  going  home,   with  a  little  empty  basket 
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in  her  hand;  she  had  taken  that  long  walk  to-day  as 
he  divined,  but  not  because  she  missed  his  daily  visit. 
Quite  a  different  reason  had  moved  the  blacksmith's 
daughter;  she  had  gone  to  be  out  of  the  way  when  the 
daily  visitor  came  —  half  with  a  forlorn  pride  to  show 
that  she  did  not  care,  half  with  a  maidenly  wile  that 
he  might  feel  her  absence.  And  the  result  was  that 
Agnes  knew  nothing  about  her  father's  interview  with 
Roger  —  nothing  of  the  decision  which  had  been  come 
to  —  and  so,  totally  unwarned  and  unguarded,  fell  at 
once,  her  heart  beating  with  unexpected  thrills  of  hap- 
piness, into  the  most  dangerous  way  of  temptation. 
Roger  did  not  attempt  to  conceal  the  little  start  of  de- 
lighted surprise  with  which  he  hailed  her  appearance. 
He  was  by  her  side  in  a  moment,  crackling  through 
the  gorse-bushes.  "I  thought  I  should  see  you  at  last," 
he  cried,  out  of  the  irrepressible  emotion  of  his  heart  — 
"I  knew  I  should  find  you  here." 

"Why?"  said  Agnes,  with  a  little  wonder;  "I  am 
not  often  here;  but  I  suppose  they  told  you  at  home," 
she  said,  after  a  moment's  interval,  with  a  slight  faint 
flush  of  displeasure  on  her  cheek. 

"No,"  said  Roger,  walking  on  slowly,  very  slowly, 
by  her  side,  and  constraining  her,  according  to  the 
rules  of  "good  manners"  in  which  the  blacksmith  had 
brought  up  his  child,  to  slacken  her  own  steps;  and 
then,  after  a  pause,  the  young  man  added,  "I  am  going 
away." 

His  voice  sounded  so  blank  and  melancholy  that 
an  uninterested  spectator  might  have  laughed  at  its 
conscious  pathos;  but  it  was  no  laughing  matter  with 
poor  Agnes.  She  felt  giddy  as  she  continued  to  go  on, 
no  longer  seeing  clearly  where  she  was  going.     The 
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light  paled  suddenly  out  of  the  evening  atmosphere, 
and  her  heart  sank  in  her  breast.  "Yes,"  said  Agnes, 
and  as  soon  as  she  could  go  on,  "I  heard  you  were 
going  away." 

"You  heard?"  said  Eoger,  turning  round  to  look 
at  her.  He  was  wonderfully  cheered  and  encouraged 
by  the  faint  tones  of  her  voice;  and  yet  perhaps  it 
meant  only  acquiescence  in  this  banishment,  to  which 
everybody  made  up  their  minds  so  easily.  "Agnes,  do 
you  bid  me  go  like  the  rest?"  said  the  troubled  young 
man. 

"I?"  the  poor  girl  faltered.  "I  have  nothing  to 
do  with  it,  Mr.  Trevelyan;  it  was  because  your  father 
and  your  sister  had  come  to  the  Hall.  They  said  at 
home  that  you  were  not  likely  to  come  to  us  any 
more." 

"But  neither  my  father,  nor  my  sister,  nor  any- 
body in  the  world,  is  half  so  much  to  me  as  you  are," 
said  young  Trevelyan,  who  even  forgot  that  he  had  his 
love  to  tell  in  the  eagerness  of  his  anxiety  for  an 
answer.  "If  it  is  for  your  peace  or  comfort  I  will  go, 
though  it  kills  me ;  but,  Agnes,  you  must  tell  me  your- 
self," said  the  excited  youth;  "I  will  not  take  it  from 
anyone  else.  If  I  must  go,  it  is  you  who  must  send 
me  away." 

"Oh,  Mr.  Trevelyan,  hush!  hush!"  said  Agnes; 
"you  don't  know  what  you  are  saying."  She  did  not 
know,  poor  soul;  her  face  had  become  utterly  pale; 
her  voice  sank  almost  to  a  whisper;  it  was  all  she 
could  do  to  keep  from  crying.  And  beside  her  was 
this  face  which  she  could  not  help  seeing,  and  which 
seemed  to  hang  upon  her  decision.  "What  had  brought 
this  mystery  about?  Wonder  and  a  certain  awe  mingled 
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with  the  exquisite  sweet  anguish  in  her  heart.  She  did 
not  think  what  was  coming;  only  that  the  world  was 
going  to  end  —  that  he  was  going  away.  They  had 
both  strayed  out  of  the  path  with  their  slow  uncertain 
steps,  and  had  got  into  the  heart  of  the  gorse,  and 
paused  there,  not  knowing  why. 

"Agnes,"  said  the  young  squire  again,  with  agitated 
breathless  lips,  "nobody  else  in  the  world  can  love  you 
as  I  do.  I  would  die  before  vexation  or  harm  should 
come  near  you.  I  would  guard  you  with  my  life;  and 
why  —  why  should  you  join  with  all  the  rest?  I  could 
be  content  with  any  kind  of  life  if  you  would  share 
it,"  said  the  young  lover.  He  grew  bolder  as  he  saw 
how  little  prepared  she  was,  and  how  confused  and 
tremulous  she  stood  before  him.  He  took  the  shy 
maiden  hand,  which  was  too  much  startled  by  the 
sudden  touch  to  know  how  to  withdraw  itself,  and  held 
it  fast.  "Agnes,  you  have  not  the  heart  to  send  me 
away?" 

And  then  the  blue  eyes  rose,  which  were  full  of 
depths  unfathomable  even  to  Roger's  love.  "How 
could  you  think  it?  It  would  be  like  —  dying,"  she 
said,  with  a  sudden  fall  in  her  voice,  so  that  he  could 
scarcely  make  out  the  sound  of  the  last  word;  but  the 
sense  was  not  difficult  to  realise.  Then  Agnes  dis- 
covered "^hat  it  was  she  had  said.  She  drew  herself 
away  from  him  with  a  start  of  terror.  "We  should  not 
speak  so  to  each  other,"  she  said,  in  the  first  shock  of 
perception  —  "not  you  and  I.  Oh,  ]Mi\  Trevelyan,  I 
forgot  —  I  did  not  think  — ;"  and  the  tears,  which 
would  fain  have  come  much  sooner,  ended  the  sentence 
in  a  confusion  which  was  sweeter  to  Roger  than  the 
most  coherent  avowal  of  love. 
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And  now  it  was  his  turn  to  speak,  and  he  spoke, 
saying  nothing  very  new  —  nothing  that  would  bear 
repeating  —  words  that  most  people  have  said  or  heard 
once  in  their  lives;  but  they  were  as  new  to  Agnes  as 
they  were  to  Eve,  and  if  the  Windholm  common  grew 
straightway  into  a  garden  of  Eden  around  the  two 
young  souls,  who  could  wonder?  Of  course  it  was  the 
only  natural  result  which  such  a  chance  meeting  at 
such  a  moment  could  have  had.  Yet  perhaps  a  touch 
of  another  world  —  a  world  after  the  Fall  —  thrilled 
through  the  young  squire  when  he  found  himself  Hear- 
ing the  village,  after  an  hour  or  a  minute,  he  could  not 
tell  which,  of  that  climax  of  youthful  delight,  with 
Agnes's  arm  drawn  through  his  own;  but  his  compan- 
ion knew  notliing  of  the  strange  jar  which  ran  through 
his  very  frame  as  if  some  sensitive  nerve  had  been 
touched.  She  did  not  know  that  he  was  going  as 
directly  in  the  face  of  prudence,  and  reason,  and  every 
wise  suggestion,  as  of  the  chill  but  delicious  breeze 
which  had  caught  the  breath  of  violets  from  the  village- 
gardens,  and  swept  over  them  as  they  went  homeward. 
They  were  not  talking  much'  just  then ,  but  they  were 
walking  arm-in-arm,  much  to  the  confusion  of  Agnes, 
who  would  fain  have  kept  apart  as  they  came  near  the 
neighbours'  houses.  Roger  held  her  reluctant  hand 
tight,  as  if  it  were  a  protection  to  him,  and  when  she 
insisted  upon  withdrawing  it,  some  of  his  courage 
failed  the  young  man.  They  were  just  coming  in  sight 
of  the  Green  and  of  William  Stanfield's  windows,  on 
which  the  setting  sun  burned  with  its  brightest  depart- 
ing glow.  "I  have  bee€  here  to-day  before,  and  your 
father  turned  me  away,"  said  the  young  squire.  Just 
then  the  gates  of  the  Cedars  swung  open,  and  the  car- 
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riage  containing  the  three  young  ladies,  all  in  full 
dinner  costume,  swept  past  the  wayfarers.  Koger  took 
off  his  hat  mechanically  in  reply  to  their  salutations; 
but  poor  Agnes  dropt  aside,  perceiving  intuitively  the 
keen  look  of  wonder  and  indignation  which  all  the 
three  cast  upon  her.  The  blacksmith's  daughter  felt  a 
certain  bitterness  gliding  over  her  heart  for  the  first 
time  in  her  life.  Then  she,  too,  began  to  feel  that  she 
had  returned  to  the  world  as  it  has  been  since  the 
Fall;  yet  there  was  something  she  could  anchor  on 
without  any  disquietude.  "My  father  is  coming  to  meet 
us,"  said  Agnes,  with  a  pang  of  new-born  trouble  and 
faith.  Perhaps  he  might  say  this  wonderful  dream  was 
to  end,  and  slay  the  infant  joy  at  a  stroke;  but  at  all 
events,  though  it  might  kill  her,  what  he  should  decide 
could  be  nothing  but  just  and  right. 


CHAPTER  X. 

The  Blacksmith's  Defeat. 

It  was  an  awful  moment  for  the  triumphant  lover. 
William  Stanfield  came  forward  with  steady  rapid  steps, 
and  with  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  young  squire.  To 
see  the  two  approaching  together  had  struck  a  blow  of 
actual  physical  anguish  upon  the  blacksmith's  heart. 
After  all,  had  it  not  been  possible  to  save  his  child  — 
his  woman-child,  over  whom  his  heart  yearned?  and 
yet  the  depths  of  silent  tolerance  and  human  sympathy 
that  were  in  the  man  restrained  the  instinctive  passion 
with  which  he  looked  upon  the  young  disturber  of  his 
household  peace.  But  there  was  not  now  a  moment  to 
be  lost.     His  mind  had  been  full  of  doubt  and  trouble 
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all  day.  Could  lie  not  see  in  the  averted  face  of  his 
daughter  that  new  commotion  which  for  the  first  time 
in  her  life  she  wanted  to  hide  from  him  ?  She  had  gone 
out  without  his  knowledge,  and  much  to  the  increase 
of  his  anxiety,  for,  if  the  two  young  creatures  met, 
who  could  prevent  the  inevitable  catastrophe?  So  he 
went  to  meet  them  with  something  of  the  same  silent 
haste  with  which  he  would  have  started  to  snatch  his 
daughter  from  drowning  or  burning,  and  with  a  heavy 
weight  at  his  heart. 

As  for  Koger,  it  was  all  he  could  do  to  man  him- 
self for  that  interview.  "Don't  be  frightened,  darling," 
he  said  softly  to  Agnes;  but  in  reality  he  was  more 
frightened  than  she  was.  The  blacksmith  scarcely 
paused  when  he  came  up  to  them.  He  said  to  his 
daughter,  "Go  home,  little  one,  I  will  come  to  you 
presently;"  and  laying  his  great  hand  on  the  young 
squire's  arm,  drew  him  away  in  the  opposite  direction. 
"You  must  come  with  me,  Mr.  Trevelyan.  I  must 
speak  with  you,"  he  said,  with  a  force  totally  irresistible, 
not  leaving  a  moment  for  any  word  of  parting.  "I 
will  come  back,  Agnes,"  said  the  young  man,  in  a 
kind  of  despair,  before  he  was  swept  away  by  the 
stronger  tide  of  her  father's  will.  All  these  strange 
proceedings  were  seen  and  noted  by  various  eyes.  The 
man  at  the  Cedars,  who  was  slowly  closing  the  gate 
after  the  carriage,  and  who  had  thought  the  blacksmith's 
daughter  not  utterly  above  his  own  admiration,  took  in 
the  whole  scene  with  insolent  astonishment,  putting  a 
construction  not  unlike  what  Sir  Roger  Trevelyan 
might  have  done  on  that  remarkable  encounter.  As  for 
Agnes,  she  ran  across  the  Green,  trembling  so  that  she 
could  not  trust  herself  to  walk,  in  an  agony  of  terror 
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and  trust,  secret  shame,  and  pride  and  anguish.  Could 
it  come  to  an  end,  that  newborn  immortal  joy,  and 
then  what  worth  would  life  be  afterwards?  She  fled 
to  her  room,  and  thi'ew  herself  on  her  knees,  and  found 
there  was  no  longer  any  power  in  her  but  of  distracted, 
confused  recollections,  and  fright  and  wonder.  Oh, 
when  would  the  suspense  be  over?  When  should  she 
know  what  she  had  to  endure? 

"Mr.  Trevelyan,  you  haven't  been  fair  and  honest 
with  me  — -  not  as  I  had  a  right  to  expect,"  said  the 
blacksmith.  "You  gave  me  your  word,  and  I  gave 
you  my  blessing.  We  parted  friends,"  said  the  father, 
involuntarily  becoming  excited,  "and  yet  I  find  you 
here  again,  stealing  back  to  my  house.  I  did  not 
forbid  you  my  house,  because  I  trusted  your  word. 
You've  been  speaking  things  to  the  child  that  she  never 
should  have  heard.  You  have  broken  our  compact 
that  was  on  your  honour.  Young  man,  it's  best  not  to 
make  any  answer.  When  a  man  thinks  he's  being 
trifled  with,  it's  hard  work  keeping  his  temper.  I've  a 
right  now  to  ask  you  to  go  away." 

"No,  Stanfield  —  everything  is  changed.  Let  me 
tell  you  how  it  is.  I  was  coming  to  see  you — "  cried 
Koger. 

"I'll  have  no  talking,"  said  the  indignant  father  — 
"no  talking.  If  you  tell  me  you've  stolen  my  child's 
peace ,  it'll  be  an  ill  hearing  for  one  of  us.  I've  but 
one  thing  to  ask  of  you,  Mr.  Trevelyan;  and,  if  you're 
a  man  of  honour,  and  a  gentleman,  as  I  took  you  for, 
you'll  do  it  without  another  word:  it  is  to  go  out  of 
this  place  to-night,  and  never,  as  long  as  she's  in 
Windholm,  to  enter  it  more." 

"And  I  tell  you,  Stanfield,"  cried  the  young  man, 
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fired  by  Lis  Avords,  "that,  as  I  am  a  gentleman  and  a 
man  of  lionoiir,  I  will  not  go ;  and  tliat  wherever  Agnes 
is,  is  my  place,  and  I  will  not  leave  it  unless  I  carry 
her  with  me.    Hear  me  out.    I  mean  — " 

"Young  man,"  said  the  powerful  blacksmith,  laying 
his  hand  upon  Eoger's  slight  shoulder,  "it  don't  matter 
to  me  what  you  mean.  Honour!  You've  done  it,  then, 
have  you?  I  have  it  in  my  heart  to  curse  you,  you 
bit  of  a  lad!  Had  you  no  manhood  in  you,  to  put  a 
force  on  yourself  and  save  the  child?  Love!  that's 
what  such  as  you  call  love.  Good  Lord!  I'd  have  tied 
myself  up  with  ropes  —  I'd  have  rent  myself  in  twain 
afore  I'd  have  done  it.  And  now  you  dare  to  face  her 
father,  boy!  G-od  preserve  me  that  I  don't  lay  hands 
on  you.  She's  my  ewe  lamb,  that  I've  nourished  in 
my  bosom.  I  don't  care  nothing  what  happens  in  the 
world,  as  long  as  my  little  girl's  safe.  And  you  had 
the  heart,  for  an  hour's  pleasure  — " 

"Stanfield!  what  do  you  suppose  I've  done?"  said 
the  startled  youth. 

This  question  roused  a  flash  of  fury  in  the  broad 
brown  eyes. 

"Done!"  said  Stanfield,  with  a  kind  of  suppressed 
lion's  roar  of  resentment  and  indignation,  "done!  what 
could  ye  do?  Do  you  think  you  could  stain  the  sky 
with  your  breath?  but  you've  done  as  much  harm  as 
you're  capable  of,  all  the  same."  He  added,  after  a 
moment's  pause,  "You're  the  squire,  Mr.  Trevelyan, 
but  you're  none  of  my  child's  equal,  think  of  yourself 
what  you  will." 

"No,"  said  Eoger,  with  the  humility  of  young  love, 
"no  —  I  never  thought  I  was." 

The  blacksmith  was  mollified  in  spite  of  himself. 
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"And  yet  you've  made  the  waters  bitter  tliat  were 
sweet,"  he  said,  with  unconscious  pathos.  "YouVe 
woke  up  the  child's  heart,  and  troubled  her  life.  Did 
it  never  come  into  your  head  that  a  man  might  deny 
himself  to  save  a  young  creature  that  knew  nothing  o' 
the  world?  It's  play  to  you;  but  when  she  wakes  up 
to  find  the  difference  — " 

Stanfield  paused ,  overcome  by  the  bitterness  of  his 
own  thoughts. 

"It's  no  play  to  me,"  said  young  Trevelyan,  break- 
ing in  eagerly.  "You  will  not  let  me  speak.  Stanfield, 
I  am  a  man  —  I  am  not  a  boy.  I  have  a  right  to 
guide  my  own  actions.  Agnes  —  yes,  I  have  a  right 
to  call  her  so,  and  I  will  —  Agnes  loves  me,"  said  the 
young  man,  involuntarily  speaking  low,  and  betraying 
the  sweetness  of  the  words  by  the  sudden  flush  of 
happy  consciousness  over  his  face.  "She  has  promised 
to  be  my  wife.  "Why  should  you  separate  us,  and 
destroy  the  happiness  of  your  own  child?  You  don't 
love  her  as  I  do,  Stanfield;  you  can't,  it's  impossible! 
I  would  give  my  life  for  her  — " 

"I  don't  love  her  as  you  do?"  said  the  blacksmith, 
with  a  half  gasp  of  bitter  amusement  —  "no;  you're 
in  the  right  there,  Mr.  Trevelyan.  I  love  her  a  hundred 
and  a  thousand  times  better,  boy,  being  her  father,  than 
a  score  like  you.  You  would  give  your  life  for  her? 
It's  easy  talking.  You  would  not  give  up  your  will 
for  her,  which  was  what  I  asked  of  you.  Do  it  now, 
and  I'll  forgive  you  all  she  has  to  suffer  by  your 
means.  She's  but  young;  she'll  get  over  it.  Think," 
said  Stanfield,  with  stern  emphasis,  "of  your  father, 
your  rank,  your  friends!  You're  a  gentleman,  and  the 
heir  of  a  great  property;  and,  in  the  eye  of  the  world, 
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tlie  blacksmith's  daugliter  of  Wiiidholm,  is  no  wife  for 
you.  You  might  give  her  your  word  and  mean  it," 
continued  the  blacksmith,  not  without  a  certain  loftiness, 
as  of  a  man  addressing  his  inferior,  as  he  looked  down 
from  his  greater  height  upon  the  agitated  youth  before 
him,  "yet  who  could  say,  when  you  went  away  and 
came  under  other  influence,  that  you  could  keep  it,  Mr. 
Trevelyan,  even  meaning  your  best?  No  —  you  were 
tempted,  and  you've  fallen,  contrary  to  what  you  said 
to  me  this  morning.  I'll  forgive  you  all  you've  done, 
if  you'll  take  heart  now,  and  go  away." 

"Take  heart?"  said  Roger.  "You  treat  me  as  if 
I  were  a  fool  or  a  blackguard,  Stanfield.  You  would 
as  soon  persuade  me  to  shoot  myself  here  where  I  am 
standing  as  to  go  away.  I  am  going  back  to  Agnes. 
Why  are  you  so  hard  upon  us?  If  she  is  willing,  what 
have  you  to  say  against  me?  I  have  never  betrayed 
man  nor  woman,"  said  the  young  man,  with  a  little 
emotion.  "I  have  been  false  to  no  one,  so  far  as  I  am 
aware;  but  you  speak  to  me  as  if  I  were  proved  to  be 
a  scoundrel.  Such  as  I  am,  your  daughter  has  chosen 
me;  and  I  will  not  leave  Windholm,  not  if  the  Queen 
ordered  me,  not  for  a  hundred  fathers  —  for  nobody 
in  the  world,"  said  the  young  man,  impetuously,  "but 
Agnes  herself;  and  she  will  not  send  me  away." 

There  was  a  momentary  pause;  for  the  young  pas- 
sion was  too  genuine  and  manful  not  to  have  its  effect 
upon  so  true  a  man  as  Stanfield.  He  recognised  its 
reality  in  spite  of  himself.  In  that  moment  the  two 
changed  characters,  and  Roger  gained  a  temporary  ad- 
vantage. He  turned  round  with  steady  determination 
to  go  back  again. 
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"If  you  have  nothing  more  to  say  to  me,  I  will  go 
back  to  Agnes,"  he  said,  looking  full  in  the  black- 
smith's troubled  face.  "She  and  I  have  but  one  in- 
terest henceforward,  and  you  know  she  will  be  anxious. 
Be  kind  to  her,"  cried  Roger,  involuntarily.  "Don't 
go  back  with  a  gloomy  countenance  to  destroy  her  hap- 
piness; don't  put  distrust  in  her  heart.  She  honours 
you  above  all  the  world,"  said  the  young  man,  with  a 
softened  tone,  "and  —  she  loves  me." 

It  was  a  sound  like  a  great  sob  that  came  out  of 
Stanfield's  heart.  To  be  told  thus  that  he  was  to  be 
kind  to  his  child  —  the  apple  of  his  eye  —  to  hear 
this  stranger  boy  assert  his  right  to  her,  and  plead  for 
her  father's  forbearance  towards  his  darling!  A  tempest 
of  mingled  passion  shook  the  very  soul  of  the  strong 
man.  Fury,  sympathy,  desolateness ,  a  yearning  to  be 
with  his  daughter,  a  terrible  sense  of  loss  struck  to  his 
heart.  Between  the  impulse  of  doing  a  violence  to  the 
intruder  beside  him,  and  giving  him  his  hand  in  re- 
luctant but  solemn  amity,  his  spirit  was  divided  within 
him.  To  these  conflicting  feelings  he  gave  no  expres- 
sion, except  in  that  sob  or  groan,  and  in  the  moisture, 
wrung  by  intensity  of  pain,  which  came  to  his  eyes, 
unseen  in  the  twilight.  For  the  candid  soul  could  not 
deny  its  own  nature  —  could  not  but  confess  that  the 
youth  had  responded  gallantly  and  like  a  man,  nor 
abjure  the  strong  belief  in  Love  and  Truth  which  lay 
at  the  bottom  of  his  creed.  He  could  not  do  it.  He 
turned  back  with  a  heavy  heart  by  Roger's  side.  Not 
even  the  weight  of  troublous  thoughts  that  oj)pressed 
him,  could  make  an  infidel  of  the  loyal  heart  which 
had  no  understanding  of  falsehood.  He  made  no  pro- 
fession of  cordiality,  or  change  of  opinion;  he  said  only 
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—  "I  will  go  back  witli  you,"  and,  subduing  himself, 
went. 

They  walked  back  together  in  the  slowly-falling  dark- 
ness, the  father's  thoughts  all  sublime  in  their  very  trouble, 
faithful  to  faith ,  notwithstanding  the  unexpressed  and  in- 
expressible doubt  and  presentiment  within  him ;  the  lover 
again  feeling,  now  and  then,  even  as  he  hastened  towards 
his  love,  that  jar  of  strange  consciousness  which  had 
moved  him  before  he  parted  with  her.  Roger  had  won 
the  day;  but  even  in  the  exaltation  of  his  triumph,  the 
young  man  could  not  shut  his  eyes  to  the  step  he  was 
taking.  Thus  they  went  back,  visible  from  the  window, 
where  Agnes  watched  with  a  beating  heart.  She  did 
not  see  the  ghosts  that  stalked  after  them  through  the 
twilight,  and  the  sight  of  the  two  returning  together 
gave  perfection  to  her  dream  of  blessedness.  Now,  in- 
deed, for  the  first  time,  it  began  to  be  apparent  to  her 
that  the  wonderful  vision  was  true. 


CHAPTER  XL 

Plighting  Troth. 

"Master,"  said  the  blacksmith's  wife,  bursting  into 
the  forge  in  all  the  flush  of  her  high-coloured  and  ex- 
citable beauty  —  "he's  come  back.  I  thought  you  had 
took  advice  for  once,  and  sent  the  young  squire,  as 
isn't  a  visitor  for  a  house  like  ours,  away.  But  he's 
come  in,  though  it's  so  late;  and  you  —  master,  it's 
seldom  as  you're  to  be  seen  here  at  this  hour  of  the 
night." 

"Very  seldom,  Sally,"  said  William  Stanfield,  out 
of  the  gloom.     He  had   come  into   the   empty  forge, 
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where  the  evening  light  had  faded  almost  into  com- 
plete darkness,  when  Roger  Trevelyan  rushed  npstaii's 
• —  and  was  seated  on  a  rude  stool,  leaning  his  head 
upon  his  hands.  It  was  a  moment  of  defeat  for  the 
strong  and  true  man,  and  he  had  paused  to  master  him- 
self before  he  came  into  the  light. 

"Seldom!  you  take  it  easy,  master  —  you  take  it 
easy!"  cried  his  uncongenial  mate,  who  was  excited  out 
of  her  usual  deference.  "Do  you  think  what's  to  come 
of  it,  and  you  sitting  by  and  taking  no  notice?  I  did 
think  as  you  had  took  advice;  but  there's  young  Roger 
by  your  girl's  side,  a-stealing  of  her  wits  away  with 
his  talk.  It'll  end  in  shame  —  it  can't  end  in  nothing 
but  shame;  and  how  will  you  ever  hold  up  your  head, 
master  — " 

"Stop  there,"  said  the  blacksmith,  rising  and  coming 
forward  into  the  faint  grey  light  in  which  the  excited 
woman  stood.  "It's  not  my  part  to  be  hard  upon  you, 
even  if  you  can't  understand;  but  I'm  just  a  man  like 
the  rest;  I  may  say  what  I'll  be  sorry  for,  if  you  re- 
peat that  word  again.  No,  Sally,"  he  continued,  sadly, 
leaning  his  hand  upon  her  shoulder,  with  a  vague 
yearning  for  sympathy  which  startled  the  woman  — 
"shame  doesn't  come  natural  to  me  nor  mine;  it's  be- 
cause you  don't  understand.  I  thought  my  Agnes  was 
as  the  angels,  and  I  was  a  fool  to  think  it.  The  angels 
are  none  fit  for  tliis  world,  Sally;  and  a  woman,  though 
she  be  the  purest  thing  in  God's  creation  — " 

"Don't  master,"  said  Mrs.  Stanfield,  with  a  little 
start,  as  if  he  had  hurt  her.  He  took  his  arm  away 
with  a  momentary  wistful  disappointed  look,  and  then 
relapsing  into  his  own  thoughts,  began  to  walk  up  and 
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down  tlie  darksome  breadtli  of  tlie  smithy.  The  shutter 
was  up  upon  the  hirge  open  unglazed  window,  and  the 
light,  such  light  as  there  was  —  the  chill  grey  twilight 
of  the  Mai'ch  evening  —  came  in  at  the  open  door, 
making  a  centre  to  the  blackness  in  which  the  two 
figm-es  might  be  dimly  discerned.  Outside,  the  yard 
was  quite  dark  and  silent,  swept  by  one  level  line  of 
light  from  the  archway,  which  shone  clear  across  to 
the  smithy  door  —  and  showing  the  white  outer  stair 
of  the  blacksmith's  house  in  the  distance,  and  above  it 
an  inquisitive  candle  at  the  little  windoAV,  peeping  out 
like  a  curious  spectator  into  the  darkness  below. 

"Though  she  be  the  purest  thing  in  God's  crea- 
tion," continued  the  blacksmith,  arguing  out  his  tender 
argument  with  himself,  "though  she's  of  the  kind  that 
queens  might  be  made  of,  if  queens  went  by  right  and 
merit  —  though  she's  innocent  as  a  babe,  and  fair  as 
a  flower  —  though  a  man  can  see  no  harm  nor  ill  that 
could  come  nigh  her;"  he  was  walking  up  and  down 
the  dark  forge,  crossing  now  and  then  the  stream  of 
grey  light  from  the  doorway  before  his  wondering  wife, 
who  looked  on  in  total  incomprehension,  saying  the 
words  over  softly  to  himself;  "but  the  end  of  it  is,"  he 
continued,  with  a  change  of  tone  which  sounded  strange 
to  her  ears  in  the  darkness,  through  which  she  could 
not  see  his  face,  "the  end  of  it  all,  Sally,"  he  said, 
with  a  kind  of  mournful  humour,  coming  up  to  her, 
and  again  laying  his  hand  on  her  shoulder,  "is,  that 
being  my  child,  she  can't  be  an  angel,  and  that  mar- 
rying and  giving  in  marriage,  is  the  way  of  this 
world." 

"Marriage!"  cried  Mrs.  Stanfield,  with  a  little 
scream,  "marriage!  and  do  you  mean  to  tell  me,  master, 
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as  Mr.  Eoger  —  Lord,  lie's  deceiving  of  you  —  good 
Lord,  lie's  a-taking  of  you  in !  it  ain't  a  thing  as  could 
be  done  among  the  Trevelyans.  Oh,  master,  you  know 
a  deal  more  things  than  I  do;  you're  a  —  a  deal  better 
than  I  am,"  cried  the  woman,  with  a  stifled  sob;  "but 
you  don't  know  the  wickedness  that's  in  this  world; 
Sir  Roger  would  see  his  son  dead  and  buried  be- 
fore —" 

"Sons  have  wills  o'  their  own,  Sally,"  said  the 
blacksmith;  "and  a  bit  of  a  lad  might  have  his  own 
objections,  in  reason,  to  being  dead  and  buried.  I'm 
going  in  now,  for  I  have  something  more  to  say  to  the 
boy  to-night." 

"But,  master  —  you  don't  mean  for  to  tell  me  as 
he's  agoing  to  marry  your  girl  —  not  Ag-nes?  I'd  be- 
lieve a  deal  if  you'd  say  it;  but  to  many  Agnes? 
Master,  he's  a  deceiving  of  you  —  it  can't  come  true!" 
said  Mrs.  Stanfield,  <vvith  a  mixture  of  wonder,  scorn, 
and  offence  which  was  strange  to  see. 

The  blacksmith  made  no  immediate  answer;  he 
closed  the  heavy  door  behind  her  as  she  came  out,  and 
locked  it  with  the  great  key.  "It's  not  your  fault  that 
you  can't  understand,"  he  said,  with  something  between 
a  sigh  and  a  groan.  "Ay,  she's  going  to  marry  him; 
it's  little  pleasure  to  me.     He's  no  more  like  my  girl 

than But  never  mind ,  it's  all  Greek  and  Latin  to 

you,  Sally,"  continued  William  Stanfield,  with  again  a 
softening  in  his  voice.  He  was  touched  with  what 
seemed  to  him  the  motherly  anxiety  of  his  wife.  True, 
she  could  not  understand;  but  in  her  way  she  meant  to 
guard  his  girl,  and  he  could  not  allow  that  kindness  to 
pass  without  gratitude,  troubled  as  he  was. 

"Not  like  the  girl!"   exclaimed  the  amazed  wife, 
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but  witli  suppressed  tones  —  "not  like  the  girl  —  and 
he  a  Trevelyan !  Not  good  enough  for  her !  Oh ,  Lord ! " 
Mrs.  Stanfield  followed  her  husband  up  the  outer  stair, 
her  face  looking  flushed  and  heated  in  the  blinking 
light  of  that  inquisitive  candle  in  the  little  window. 
The  window  was  slightly  open ,  and  the  cold  air  puffed 
the  little  flame  about,  and  threw  flickering  uncertain 
lights  upon  the  master  and  mistress  of  the  house  as 
they  ascended  the  stair.  Stanfield  went  first,  for  the 
natural  courtesy  of  the  man,  profound  as  it  was,  was 
scarcely  of  the  kind  to  overcome  the  usual  habits  of 
his  class,  or  to  rouse  him  up  from  his  preoccupation  to 
let  his  wife  pass.  He  paused  when  he  had  reached 
the  door  and  turned  back  upon  her.  "Sally,  don't 
speak  to  trouble  the  child's  mind,"  said  the  blacksmith; 
^^2/ouve  seen  the  bad  side  of  the  world,  poor  thing;  but 
she  knows  nought  of  that;  you've  a  good  meaning,  but 
you  don't  understand  her  nor  me." 

IMrs.  Stanfield  tossed  her  head  with  an  ominous 
movement.  "Master,  you're  wise,"  she  said,  with  some 
bitterness,  "you  and  your  girl  — I  don't  pretend  to  be 
as  great  a  scholard  as  her  nor  you;  but  if  she  comes 
to  harm,  you'll  think  on  my  words.  I  don't  know 
what  she  is,  that  things  should  happen  different  to 
other  folks.  No,  I'll  not  say  nothing.  No,  Stanfield, 
there  ain't  no  occasion  for  blazing  up  upon  me  with 
your  two  eyes.  I've  cleared  my  conscience  —  I  haven't 
seen  the  girl  agoing  to  her  ruin  and  kep'  it  to  myself; 
you've  my  warning,  whatever  happens.  But  I  won't 
say  no  more,  nor  interfere  with  what's  no  business  o' 
mine.  If  it  had  been  my  girl ,  I'd  have  done  different 
but  I'm  one  as  can  do  what  I'm  told  and  hold  my 
tongue.     You  shan't  hear  no  more  from  me." 
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The  blacksmitli  looked  at  her  with  compassionate, 
impatient  eyes.  She  stood  on  the  threshold,  the  full- 
formed,  warm-coloured,  high- tempered  creature,  in  her 
overblown  beauty,  glowing  with  a  superficial  flush  of 
passion,  to  the  origin  of  which  he,  gazing  at  her  with 
the  involuntary  impatience  of  a  pure  mind  brought  in 
contact  with  the  lower  sphere  of  intellect,  which  does 
not  comprehend  purity,  had  no  clue.  He  drew  a  quick 
breath ,  and  resigned  himself  with  a  sigh. 

"I  wish  you  understood,  Sally  —  but  it's  all  heathen 
Greek  to  you,"  said  the  man,  whose  tender  human  to- 
leration perceived  and  pitied  her  disability  even  while 
it  disturbed  him;  and  he  went  on  to  the  closed  door  of 
the  parlour,  leaving  her  behind  with  the  flickering 
candle,  which  stood  peering  out  into  the  night.  As  for 
Mrs.  Stanfield,  she  laid  her  plump  flushed  hand  upon 
her  ample  bosom,  within  which  her  heart  was  beating 
loudly,  and  shook  the  other  dimpled  fist  in  the  air. 
*'What  is  she,  I  wonder,  that  she  should  be  diff'erent 
from  other  folks?"  she  breathed  half  aloud  in  a  fiery 
breath  of  disdain  and  passion,  and  then  a  few  hasty 
tears  swept  out  of  her  fiery  hazel  eyes.  Perhaps  they 
relieved  her  mind  a  little.  "But  I  hadn't^  no  good 
father  to  take  care  of  me,"  she  said  to  herself  as  she 
put  down  the  window;  and  after  a  pause,  wiping  off 
the  tears,  followed  with  female  curiosity  into  the  par- 
lour, from  which  Agnes  had  hastily  glided  to  bring 
lights.  The  girl  was  thankful  to  escape  at  that  trying 
moment,  for  she  was  the  only  one  of  the  party  who 
divined  her  father's  deep  disappointment,  and  its  vi- 
sionary yet  real  causes.  She  went  to  light  the  lamp 
and  bring  it  in,  finding  some  comfort  in  that  simple 
office  —  for    she    was    still    only    William   Stanfield's 
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claugliter,  used  to  domestic  ministrations,  tbougli  the 
young  squire  bad  chosen  her  for  his  bride. 

When  Mrs.  Stanfield  went  in,  the  two  men  were 
by  themselves  in  the  dark  parlour.  There  was  still  a 
kind  of  twilight  there,  for  the  blinds  had  been  drawn 
up  from  the  two  windows,  and  the  cold  March  evening 
sky,  with  a  clear  break  of  windy  chilly  blue,  opening 
up  the  dark  clouds  in  the  western  distance,  looked  full 
in  upon  their  indistinct  figures.  The  blacksmith  had 
seated  himself  in  his  usual  easy-chair  near  the  fire, 
where  he  sat  silent  waiting  for  the  lamp,  while  Koger 
stood  by  the  window,  unconsciously  watching  in  his 
excitement  the  moving  figures  on  the  village  green, 
and  the  twinkles  of  light  in  the  windows  of  the  Cedars, 
which  were  glimmering  through  the  opposite  trees.  The 
young  man  was  tingling  with  happiness  and  delight, 
yet  moved  by  strange  thrills  of  self-consciousness  and 
pain;  he  was  less  at  his  ease  now  than  ever  he  had 
been  before;  and  unawares  and  suddenly,  by  some 
strange  spell,  his  eyes  had  been  opened  and  his  ear 
became  sensitive  to  every  mark  of  the  social  difference 
between  the  blacksmith's  house  and  his  own  natural 
home. 

"Where  is  Agnes?"  said  Mrs.  Stanfield,  coming  in. 
*'If  there  is  anything  going  on  between  her  and  Mr. 
Trevelyan  —  as  I  can't  believe  my  ears  as  it  can  be 
true  —  you  might  have  had  the  thought,  master,  to 
ring  the  bell  for  Martha.  It  ain't  becoming  to  one  as 
is  considered  a  match  for  Mr.  Roger  to  go  to  the  kitchen 
for  the  lamp  like  a  common  sort  of  a  girl.  Not  as  it's 
much  o'  the  work  of  this  house  goes  through  her  hands ; 
but  still,  master,  if  you'd  leave  these  things  to  a  woman, 
it  ain't  afore  Mr.  Roger  that  I'd  send  her  on  such  er- 
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rands;  but  you  men,  though  you  may  be  wise,  there's 
a  deal  o'  things  as  show  you  can  never  learn." 

This  speech  thrilled  Eoger  Trevelyan  through  and 
through  as  he  stood  by  the  window.  It  was  well  for 
him  he  was  in  the  dark,  which  did  not  show  the  fluc- 
tuations of  his  colour,  the  changes  of  his  face.  To 
think  that  this  woman  had  any  right  to  comment  on 
the  acts  of  his  Agnes,  or  to  discuss  the  new  bond 
formed  between  them!  Up  to  this  night  Roger  had 
laughed  at  Mrs.  Stanfield,  and  chatted  with  her  in  the 
freest  and  most  friendly  way.  Now  it  occurred  to  him, 
like  a  sudden  horror,  that  she  was  going  to  be  his  re- 
lation— his  mother-in-law.  The  shock  was  indescribable. 
He  shrank  into  the  corner  of  the  window,  and  looked 
out  more  and  more  fixedly  at  the  moving  lights  in  the 
Cedars.  Perhaps  matters  would  not  have  been  much 
better  if  he  had  gone  on  his  wooing  there. 

"Let  us  alone,  Sally,"  said  the  blacksmith's  voice 
through  the  darkness;  but  his  wife  was  excited,  and 
continued  to  chatter  on  — 

"She's  not  been  brought  up  as  I  approve  of,  Mr. 
Roger,  hasn't  Agnes;  but  it  ain't  for  me  to  make  light 
of  the  master's  daughter  afore  him  and  you ,  if  so  be 
as  you  have  set  your  fancy  upon  her,  which  is  a  wonder 
to  me.  The  master  there,  he's  put  out  because  I'm 
speaking  so  free;  but  I  always  did  speak  my  mind 
free.  She's  a  good  girl,  Mr.  Trevelyan,  though  we  do 
have  words  now  and  again;  and  a  pretty  girl,  for  them 
as  likes  that  kind  of  looks  —  though  I  never  was  much 
of  a  one  for  the  pale  sort  myself.  I  am  sure  I  wish 
you  well,  and  it's  a  great  honour.  I've  seen  more  of 
the  world  than  the  master  has,  and  I  know  what  a 
great  honour  it  is.     It  is  the  finest  match  I  ever  heard 
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of,  and  a  terrible  rise  in  the  world  for  a  girl  like 
Agnes.  You'll  have  to  put  up  with  a  deal,  both  from 
your  own  family  and  from  seeing  her  backward  in  your 
fine  ways " 

At  this  moment  Agnes  entered  the  room  with  the 
lamp. 

It  was  a  humble  function  enough,  but  it  did  not 
misbecome  her.  She  came  in,  with  the  light  throwing 
a  special  rose-radiance  on  her  beautiful  young  face,  all 
glorified  and  exalted  with  happiness.  A  delicate  changing 
colour  went  and  came  upon  the  soft  cheek  which  was 
usually  so  pale;  her  lips  were  a  little  parted  with  the 
quick  breath  of  emotion;  her  eyes  gave  one  wistful  in- 
quiring glance  out  of  their  dark-blue  depths  of  silence, 
as  she  came  into  the  room.  She  knew  they  were  all 
looking  at  her,  but  —  at  that  moment  so  strangely 
different  from  all  the  previous  passages  of  her  life,  that 
moment  of  strange  exaltation,  in  which  life  seemed  all 
at  once  to  have  become  perfect  and  raised  above  all 
vulgar  circumstances  —  she,  too,  had  surmounted  the 
shyness  of  her  youth.  She  looked  round  upon  them 
with  a  tremulous  smile  of  unspeakable  trust  and  con- 
fidence. Mrs.  Stanfield's  words  were  stayed  on  her  lips 
by  Agnes's  look;  she  dared  no  more  have  continued  to 
speak  than  if  that  fair  young  face,  all  radiant  in  the 
pathos  and  inspiration  of  joy,  had  been  the  face  of  an 
angel.  By  way  of  concealing  her  discomfiture,  she  went 
to  the  windows  to  draw  down  the  blinds,  turning  her 
back  upon  the  girl,  upon  whom  the  other  two  were 
gazing  with  a  half-adoring  admiration.  As  for  Roger 
Trevelyan,  he  could  have  thrown  himself  at  the  feet 
of  the  lovely  stooping  figure  which  paused  for  a  moment 
by  the  table,  after  setting  down  the  lamp,  in  a  strange 
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but  sweet  confusion.  She  did  not  know  wliat  to  do 
next;  she  could  not  go  and  get  her  work  as  usual,  and 
sit  down  to  her  ordinary  evening  occupation.  The 
world  was  a  new  world  since  the  morning  to  Agnes: 
she  stood  in  the  circle  of  the  lamp-light,  stooping  her 
head,  casting  down  her  eyes,  waiting  for  somebody  to 
speak.  She  knew  that  neither  of  the  two  who  were 
gazing  at  her  could  see  fault  or  blemish  in  anything 
she  did.  Such  a  heavenly  sense  of  being  loved  and 
believed  in  is  scarcely  possible  except  to  youth.  She 
stood  in  the  light  of  their  eyes  with  a  conscious  per- 
fection of  happiness,  unwilling  to  break  the  charm. 

Then  the  blacksmith  took  the  conduct  of  affairs  into 
his  own  hands.  He  came  and  stood  beside  her,  and 
took  the  two  small  hands,  which  were  becoming  a  little 
nervous  and  restless,  into  his  own.  "Patience,  little 
one,"  he  said,  tenderly,  "I  have  something  to  say  yet. 
Mr.  Trevelyan,  come  here  —  I  have  something  to  say 
to  you.  We've  had  more  talk  to-day  than  I  ever  thought 
to  have  had  with  you.  It's  none  of  my  choosing,  and 
I  don't  pretend  to  say  that  it's  a  pleasure  to  me;  no, 
little  one,"  said  the  blacksmith  —  looking  tenderly  at 
Agnes,  who  had  pressed  his  hand  in  remonstrance, 
unable  to  tolerate  anything  less  than  his  full  sympathy, 
and  shaking  his  head;  "no,  child.  It  would  be  little 
pleasure.  Heaven  knows,  to  give  you  away  to  any  man 
on  the  face  of  the  earth  —  and  it's  harder  now  to  think 
my  chikl  may  be  far  from  welcome  where  she  goes. 
Young  man,  I'm  meaning  no  slight  to  you,  but  she 
has  been  the  light  of  the  house,  the  desire  of  the 
eyes " 

"And  so  will  she  be  to  me,"  cried  Roger,  eagerly. 
He  could  not  take  her  hand,  because  her  father  held 
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tliem  both  fast,  but  he  touched  the  soft  grey  folds  of 
her  wide  sleeve  and  caressed  it,  softly  drawing  it  into 
his  hand.  And  she,  who  had  been  standing  with  down- 
cast eyes  listening  to  her  father,  turned  with  a  half- 
conscious  involuntary  movement  towards  the  youth,  and 
cast  a  timid  glance  at  him  from  under  her  eyelashes; 
the  motion,  slight  as  it  was,  went  to  the  blacksmith's 
heart. 

"Well,  well,"  he  said,  with  a  sigh  of  patient  im- 
patience; "well,  well  —  you  believe  it,  and  so  must  I. 
The  end  of  it  all  is  that  she  has  made  her  choice  and 
I  can't  say  her  nay.  I  never  said  her  nay,  that  I  can 
remember,  not  all  her  life.  But,  Eoger  Trevelyan, 
think  well  what  you're  about.  It  is  not  for  nothing 
slie  spoke,"  said  the  blacksmith,  indicating  his  wife 
with  a  nod  of  his  head.  "She  knows  the  dark  side  of 
the  world  a  bit,  Ijhough  she  don't  understand.  You're 
Sir  Roger's  heir,  and  this  little  one  here  is  but  my 
child.  I  don't  count  you  her  equal,  young  man,"  said 
William  Stanfield,  towering  over  both  the  young  figures 
before  him  in  natural  grandeur,  and  fixing  the  full 
light  of  his  eyes  upon  the  young  squire.  "I  speak  the 
truth  —  I  don't  count  you  her  equal;  but  other  folks 
will  have  other  notions,  and  she  is  but  my  child,  and 
you  are  Sir  Roger's  heir." 

"Stanfield,  give  me  her  hand,"  said  young  Tre- 
velyan; "she  is  your  child,  but  she  is  my  love;  you 
can't  keep  us  separate  —  you  would  not,  for  you  are 
a  kind  father.  What  can  I  say  more  than  I  have  said? 
She  is  mine  —  give  her  to  me." 

And  the  two  little  hands  stirred  in  the  father's  close 
grasp,  moving  as  with  an  impulse  of  releasing  them- 
selves.    The   blacksmith   was   not  more   magnanimous 
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than  nature.  Tlie  little  involuntary  movement  once 
more  smote  him  like  a  blow.  He  unclasped  his  fingers 
tenderly  and  stroked  and  patted  the  two  small  hands 
which  lay  covered  over  each  other  on  his  large  brown 
palm.  "I  have  let  the  doves  free,"  he  said,  with  the 
pathetic  simple  smile  habitual  to  him.  The  next  moment 
there  was  but  one,  clasping,  clinging  to  his  —  the  other 
was  in  Roger  Trevelyan's  grasp,  covered  with  his  kisses. 
The  strong  man  was  overpowered  by  the  sight.  Between 
the  hot  and  fiery  impulse  to  cast  this  intruder  off  who 
came  between  him  and  his  child,  and  the  sorrowful 
tender  patience  which  knew  it  must  be  so,  his  strength 
of  mind  forsook  him.  It  was  more  because  he  could 
no  longer  bear  it  and  restrain  his  feelings  than  from 
any  other  motive,  that  he  took  his  wife,  who  was 
burning  to  speak,  out  of  the  room,  with  a  look  that 
awed  her  into  silence.  Mrs.  Stanfield  was  most  reluctant 
to  go.  She  could  not  give  up  the  idea  of  bringing  them 
to  their  senses,  as  she  said,  by  her  own  interference. 
She  had  been  waiting  an  opportunity  to  utter  the  words 
with  which  she  was  bursting,  but  she  dared  not  stay 
nor  speak  in  direct  opposition  to  the  master.  She  made 
up  for  it  by  bursting  forth,  as  soon  as  she  was  outside 

the  door 

"He  should  be  made  to  sign  a  paper,  or  something. 
Master,  there's  something  as  ought  to  be  done,  if  you 
were  in  your  senses ! "  cried  the  excited  woman.  "  What's 
the  meaning  of  trusting  a  young  gentleman  like  that,  as 
if  he  was  her  own  rank  in  life,  and  was  getting  a  great 
catch  in  the  blacksmith's  daughter,  as  is  known  to  be 
well  to  do?  Master,  some  time  or  other,  you'll  think 
upon  my  words.  He  ought  to  be  made  to  sign  a  paper, 
swearing  as  he'll  marry  her " 


HOW  THE  NEWS   WAS   TOLD.  101 

"Woman!"  cried  the  blacksmith,  goaded  beyond 
bearing,  "if  he  would  leave  her  and  never  come  near 
us  more,  I  would  thank  God.     He's  no  more  equal  to 

my  child But  God  forgive  me,  why  should  I  be 

angry?  Is  it  her  fault  if  she  can't  understand?"  said 
the  tolerant,  compassionate  soul.  "I  have  enough  to 
bear,  to-night,  Sally,  my  poor  dear,"  he  went  on,  lay- 
ing a  pitying  hand  on  her  arm.  "It's  the  evil  of  this 
world  you've  seen,  and  not  the  good,  and  you  don't 
understand.     Don't  speak  nor  vex  me  any  more." 

And  it  was  Stanfield  himself,  a  few  minutes  after, 
who  dismissed  the  unwilling  lover.  The  woman  who 
"did  not  understand"  appeared  no  more  to  disturb  the 
happiness  and  the  trouble  of  that  night. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

How  the  News  was    old. 

Next  morning  Mrs.  Stanfield  took  an  early  oppor- 
tunity of  returning  to  her  own  room  immediately  after 
breakfast.  This  was  not  to  facilitate  the  meeting  of 
Agnes  and  Roger,  for  that  the  blacksmith  had  forbidden 
until  Sir  Roger  Trevelyan  had  been  informed  of  the 
engagement,  at  which  ungracious  task  the  poor  young 
squire  was  labouring  in  the  library  of  the  Hall  with 
very  mingled  feelings,  unable  to  refuse  obedience  to 
Stanfield's  stronger  will,  and  equally  unable  to  invent 
any  kind  of  suitable  words  in  which  to  convey  in- 
formation so  startling  to  his  father.  Roger  was  in  no 
joyous  frame  of  mind,  under  these  circumstances.  If 
he  could  but  have  seen  Agnes,  and  spent  the  long 
bright  spring  morning  by  her  side,  as  he  had  expected, 
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the  youth,  in  the  intoxication  of  his  love  and  happi- 
ness, would  have  forgotten  everything;  but  it  was  very 
different  to  be  caged  up  here  and  to  have  to  write  the 
most  unpalatable  news  in  the  world  to  Sir  Roger,  to 
whom  it  was  horrible  to  him,  after  all  that  had  oc- 
cuiTed,  so  much  as  to  name  Agnes's  name.  He  sat 
biting  his  pen  with  the  glummest  countenance,  thinking, 
in  spite  of  himself,  what  should  he  do?  and  of  having 
Mrs.  Stanfield  for  a  mother-in-law,  and  all  kinds  of 
horrors.  These  thoughts  were  all  the  more  persistent 
that  he  hated  himself  for  them,  and  did  all  he  could  to 
keep  them  out  of  his  head.  If  he  could  but  have  car- 
ried her  off,  taken  her  away  to  the  end  of  the  world, 
where  nobody  could  have  any  right  in  her  but  himself 
only!  —  and  then  Roger's  heart  smote  him  to  think  of 
her  father  and  his  exceeding  love.  But  fathers,  and 
mothers,  and  relations  in  general,  are,  it  must  be 
owned,  often  enough  much  in  a  lover's  way.  If  they 
could  but  be  abolished  and  got  done  with,  as  soon  as 
the  lord  and  prince  appears  who  is  doomed  to  be  the 
master  of  the  maiden's  destinies!  but,  unfortunately, 
natural  affection,  and  various  worldly  necessities  to 
boot,  stand  in  the  way  of  that.  Anyone,  however, 
who  can  realize  poor  Roger  Trevelyan's  position,  will 
understand  he  had  very  sorry  companions  in  the  shape 
of  thoughts  that  morning  in  the  Hall  library.  He  made 
no  speed  with  his  letter;  he  hated  the  task;  he  could 
find  no  words  in  which  to  express  what  he  was  thus  to 
be  compelled  to  say.  Finally,  he  gave  up  trying,  and 
ordered  his  horse,  and  rode  off  to  Slough,  which  was 
several  miles  nearer  London  than  Windholm,  to  get  a 
bouquet  for  his  love.  Agnes  had  never  even  seen  such 
flowers  as  those  which  he  selected  himself  with  a  lover's 
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care,  going  anxiously  tlirougli  the  conservatories  after 
the  gardener,  who  tohl  him  all  the  fine  Latin  titles, 
name  and  surname,  which  the  young  squire  neither 
heard  nor  cared  for.  But  meanwhile  Sir  Roger  Tre- 
velyan  was  getting  the  necessary  information  in  quite  a 
different  way. 

Mrs.  Stanfield  had  retired  to  her  own  room  imme- 
diately after  breakfast;  she  was  not  in  an  amiable  con- 
dition; perhaps,  because  she  had  been  subdued  and 
compelled  to  keep  silence  on  the  previous  night.  Her 
hazel  eyes  were  fiery,  shining  with  red  glances,  and  the 
high  colour  burned  higher  than  ever  in  her  heated 
cheeks.  It  was  upon  Agnes,  however,  and  not  upon 
her  husband,  that  these  strange  looks  of  indignation 
and  injury  were  cast.  An  air  of  resentment  was  in 
her  whole  manner  to  the  unconscious  girl,  who,  to  tell 
the  ti'uth,  being  occupied  with  happier  thoughts,  never 
found  it  out.  When  the  blacksmith  went  out  after 
breakfast,  his  wife  betook  herself  upstairs.  She  closed 
and,  indeed,  locked  her  door,  that  she  might  not  be 
disturbed,  and  got  out  an  odd  old-fashioned  blotting- 
book  from  the  depths  of  an  old  box,  one  of  her  few 
original  possessions,  which  always  stood  in  her  room, 
and  was  always  locked,  to  Martha's  great  curiosity. 
Mrs.  Stanfield's  capacious  bosom  heaved  as  she  bent 
over  this  book;  one  or  two  scalding  tears  dropped  over 
her  hot  cheeks.  "Oh,  Lord!  if  the  master  was  ever  to 
know,"  she  murmured  to  herself,  as  she  opened  it  — 
and  then  closed  it  again  over  her  plump  hand,  and  cast 
a  scared  look  round  the  comfortable,  orderly  apartment 
of  which  her  husband  had  made  her  mistress.  To  risk 
all  this  solid  comfort  and  enjoyment  for  the  gratification 
of  a  sentiment,  of  a  passion,  was  a  thing  over  which 
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she  miglit  -vvell  pause;  but  she  never  had  denied  herself 
her  own  way,  and  did  not  know  how  to  begin  now. 
She  opened  the  book  again  and  arranged  her  paper, 
and  took  up  a  pen.  It  was  not  a  kind  of  exertion  to 
which  she  was  accustomed;  she  leaned  half  her  person 
over  the  table,  and  painted  her  letters  heavily  with  the 
broad  nib,  and  used  a  great  deal  of  ink;  her  thoughts 
went  so  much  faster  than  her  hand,  that,  by  way  of 
relief,  she  uttered  them  partly  aloud  —  "Who  is  she, 
I  would  like  to  know,  as  everything  is  to  be  made 
easy  for?"  she  said  to  herself;  "who  made  her  different 
from  other  folks?"  This  the  excited  woman  repeated 
in  one  form  or  another  whenever  she  paused  in  her 
laborious  work.  "There  was  none  as  tried  to  save  me; 
and  who  is  she  as  should  be  used  different?"  It  was  at 
least  an  hour  before  the  letter  on  which  she  bestowed 
so  much  pains  was  finished.  TThen  she  took  it  up  at 
last  in  her  inked  fingers  to  go  over  it,  this  is  what 
Mrs.  Stanfield  read:  — 

"Them  as  might  have  a  good  rite  to  write  to  Sir 
Roger  Trevelyan  if  they  was  to  give  their  name  —  but 
as  made  up  their  mind  never  to  trubble  him  more  but 
for  his  own  good  —  makes  bold  to  rite  for  to  say  as 
mischeef's  going  on  with  the  young  squire.  He's  a- 
being  hooked  in  to  marry  a  tradesman's  girl  rite  or 
wrong.  If  Sir  Roger  Trevelyan  means  to  putt  a  stopp 
to  it  he  had  best  get  the  young  gentleman  took  away; 
for  he's  in  hands  as  wont  lett  him  go.  He'll  be  married 
before  he  knows  where  he  iss,  if  them  as  belongs  to 
him  don't  interfere.  —  From  one  as  iss  a  well-wisher, 
and  wouldn't  stand  by  and  see  a  Trevelyan  get  into 
trubble  for  the  sake  of  Hold  Times." 
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It  was  strani::o  to  sco  the  cag-or,  fltisliod  looks  with 
which  the  hhu'ksmith's  wife  hont  ovor  tliis  k^ttor,  and 
road  it  over  aj::aiii  and  apiin.  She  was  (ronbkMl  about 
the  blots,  of  which  there  were  two  or  three,  and  went 
over  it  to  dot  all  the  i's,  with  a  curious  perseverance. 
AVhen  it  was  done,  she  looked  at  it  adnurinj^ly.  'Mf  it 
was  ever  to  come  info  his  head  as  /  wrote  it!"  she  said 
to  lierself-,  "and,  oh  Lord,  what  would  tiu^  mast  cm-  say?" 
Once  nutre  she  looked  round  nj)on  William  Slanlit^ld's 
comfortable  room.  If  the  blacksmith  shouM  eviM*  find 
out  who  she  was,  what  she  was!  but  though  she  trend)led 
at  the  thouf^ht,  it  brought  a  thrill  of  not  unpleasant 
excitement  to  the  uncontrollable  creature,  who  was  a. 
wanderer  at  heart.  If  he  should  cast  her  out,  she  had 
still  the  world  and  adventure  before  her.  'riieu  she 
])ut  up  the  letter,  and  j)ut  on  her  bonnet  to  iako  it  to 
the  post-ofiice.  She  dared  not  trust  I(  (>V(Mi  to  OliviM-, 
the  'pj'^'iitice-boy,  who  was  much  in  her  interest.  She 
"vvent  away  without  p^oin^-  into  llu*  parlour,  where  A{2^nea 
sat  over  her  work  in  a  sweet  ha/e  of  dreams.  INlrs. 
Stantield  was  excited;  her  breath  canu>  fast,  her  colour 
was  higher  than  ever.  She  went  to  the  butcher's  and 
the  baker's,  and  enp^ajj^ed  in  various  a|j;itated  scra[)s  of 
chat  by  way  of  arriving  at  the  jiost-office  unobserved. 
When  she  had  fairly  (h-liverod  lnMself  of  the  important 
ej)istle,  and  (lr|(()si(('(l  i(  in  {\\c  h-((er  l)o\,  she  breatlu'd 
freer;  but  slnviuU  into  herself,  and  almost  '^vow  pale, 
and  felt  for  the  first  tinm  in  her  life  as  if  she  would 
faint,  when  turnin;:;  round,  she  suddenly,  without  any 
prej)aration,  encountered  her  husband  with  his  eyes  full 
upon  her,  standing  at  the  post-office  door.  She  nttercMl 
a  little  cry  in  her  surprise  and  horror,  and  for  the  lirst 
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moment  was  inclined  to  fall  down  on  her  knees   and 
confess  what  she  had  done. 

"I'm  a  strange  sight  to  see  out  in  the  village  at 
this  time  o'  day,"  said  the  blacksmith,  smiling.  "IVe 
come  about  business,  Sally,  and  so  have  you,  it  appears. 
I  never  heard  of  your  writing  a  letter  before;  why 
didn't  you  tell  me,  and  I'd  have  done  it  for  you?  for 
I  supjDose  it's  to  Tom  and  Roger.  Roger!  that's  odd; 
I  never  thought  of  it  before;  your  boy  is  the  same 
name  as  the  young  squire." 

"It  ain't  to  call  an  uncommon  name,"  said  Mrs. 
Stanfield,  with  agitation.  "He  was  called  for  his  — 
grandfather,  he  was;  there's  been  Rogers  in  his  father's 
family  since  afore  —  afore  Mr.  Roger  Trevelyan  was 
born  or  thought  of;  you've  been  so  took  up  with  your 
own  affairs,  master,  as  I  couldn't  speak  to  you  about 
my  boys;  and  a  mother  as  has  lads  at  sea " 

She  was  not  used  to  deception,  to  do  her  justice, 
and  would  have  been  in  some  trouble  how  to  conclude, 
but  for  the  kindly  interruption  of  the  good  man,  who 
thought  no  evil. 

"I'm  glad  to  hear  you've  been  thinking  of  the 
poor  boys,  Sally;  a  word  from  a  mother  does  lads 
good,"  said  the  blacksmith.  "I'm  going  on  to  the  _ 
Vicarage  to  see  after  something  that's  wanted  there;  I 
and  I  mustn't  stay  talking  as  if  I  couldn't  talk  at 
home.  I'll  be  back  to  dinner;  and  I  hope  you'll  look 
to  the  child  a  little,  and  keep  up  her  heart.  Being 
excited  yesterday,  she  might  di'oop  if  she  wasn't  looked 
to  to-day." 

Mrs.  Stanfield  heaved  some  troubled  sighs  when 
her  husband  disappeared  —  sighs  of  fright,  and  agita- 
tion, and  relief.     "But  he  didn't  see  nothing  particular 
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in  my  looks,"  she  said  to  herself,  smoothing  down  her 
plumage  like  a  ruffled  pigeon,  with  satisfaction,  yet 
bitterness;  "the  child  is  all  he  thinks  on;"  and  then 
she  turned  with  a  lightened  mind  to  go  home.  Before 
she  reached  home,  however,  she  met  a  neighbour,  who 
stopped  to  speak  to  her.  The  blacksmith's  wife  was 
not  popular  in  Windholm  among  the  other  respectable 
wives  who  were  her  neighbours.  They  were  shy  of 
her,  nobody  could  have  explained  why,  obeying  an 
instinct;  but  there  was  one  who  appreciated  so  good  a 
customer,  and  so  ready  a  talker:  this  was  the  dress- 
maker who  worked  for  all  the  respectable  tradespeople, 
a  widow,  whose  name  was  Pomplin,  in  whose  work- 
room all  the  gossip  of  the  place  originated.  It  was 
Mrs.  Pomplin's  sallow,  sharp  face,  which  now  paused 
to  look  into  the  roseate  and  agitated  countenance  of 
the  blacksmith's  wife. 

"Bless  me!  you  look  in  a  way,"  said  the  quick 
observer;  "what's  happened?  I  meant  to  have  sent  a 
young  person  up  to-day  to  tell  you  of  some  lovely 
new  patterns  that  have  just  arrived.  My  spring  box 
came  this  morning,  and  there's  a  sweet  bonnet  as  is 
just  your  style;  but  I  hope  there's  no  bad  news  come, 
for  you  do  seem  in  a  way." 

"Oh  no,  M'm,  no  J<j<^  news,"  said  Mrs.  Stanfield  — 
"things  may  put  one  out,  without  being  bad  news,  as 
you  know,  as  has  had  a  family  as  well  as  me." 

"I  daresay,"  said  the  dressmaker,  taking  up  the 
challenge  readily.  "Yes,  there's  been  a  deal  of  talk 
in  the  village  about  the  goings-on  at  your  house.  Most 
folks  seems  surprised,  Mrs.  Stanfield,  as  you  don't  put 
a  stop  to  it.  I  don't  speak  as  giving  my  own  opinion, 
for  I'm  one  as  hears  all  and  says  nothing  —  but  folks 
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will  talk;  and  most  persons  seems  to  think  tkat  it's  a 
pity  to  let  the  young  squire  come  so  much  about, 
when  there's  a  young  girl  in  the  house." 

"It  shouldn't  be  if  I  had  my  way,"  said  Mrs.  Stan- 
field  —  "but  it's  hard  work  to  meddle  between  a 
father  and  a  grown-up  daughter.     Little  children  don't 

count;    but   when   they're   grown   up   I   have    a 

feeling  for  the  master,  too,  for  I'm  not  one  as  would 
put  up  with  other  folks  interfering  between  me  and 
my  own  flesh  and  blood  —  so  I  do  as  I  would  be 
done  by.  If  anybody  was  to  meddle  between  me  and 
my  girl,  as  is  at  a  boarding-school,  a  deal  too  fine  for 
the  likes  of  me " 

"By-the-bye,  is  she  likely  to  come  to  Windholm? 
It  would  be  civil  of  Mr.  Stanfield  to  ask  her  for  the 
holidays,"  said  Mrs.  Pomplin,  with  sharp  interest. 

"Lord,  as  if  they'd  let  her  come!"  said  Mrs.  Stan- 
field.     "Why,  bless  you,  she's  with  her  father's  friends 

—  they've  adopted  her,  they  have;  but  as  I  wouldn't 
stand  no  interference  between  her  and  me,  so  I  wouldn't 
be  the  one  to  meddle  between  the  master  and  his  girl 

—  though  I  don't  say  as  I  haven't  my  own  thoughts 
all  the  same." 

"It's  only  natural  you  should,"  said  the  dress- 
maker; "Mr.  Stanfield  is  the  best  of  men,  but  I  can't 
say  as  I  ever  thought  he  was  judicious  about  Agnes; 
she's  not  been  brought  up  like  her  rank  in  life.  Them 
as  are  mothers  themselves  can  see  the  difference;  and 
she's  just  the  one  to  make  it  dangerous,  you  know;" 
and  here  the  village  gossip  nodded  her  head  a  good 
many  times,  and  looked  sadly  yet  triumphantly  wise. 

"That's  JList  what  I  am  always  a-saying  —  but  I 
don't  see  that  it  makes  no  difi'erence,"  said  Mrs.  Stan- 
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field.  "She's  just  the  one  to  take  things  in  her  head 
—  and  its  easy  for  a  girl  at  the  best  of  times  to  make 
up  her  mind  as  she's  going  to  be  a  fine  lady,  when  a 
gentleman  takes  any  kind  of  notice  of  her.  It's  my 
hope  it'll  all  come  to  a  good  end,  but  there's  none  as 
can  say.     As  for  marrying " 

"Marrying!  you  don't  mean  to  say  as  it's  gone 
that  length?"  said  Mrs.  Pomplin. 

"I  can't  say  as  it  hasn't,"  said  the  blacksmith's 
wife  —  "but  I  always  have  my  doubts  of  a  gentleman 
marrying,  unless  he's  so  placed  as  he  can't  draw  back; 
but  Lord,  if  he  knew  as  I  was  gabbling  like  this, 
what  would  the  master  say?  I've  got  the  dinner  to 
see  to,  but  I'll  come  in  and  look  at  the  bonnet  before 
tea.  Don't  say  to  a  soul  as  I  spoke  about  marrying. 
If  it  was  to  come  to  the  ears  of  the  folks  in  the  village, 
I  would  have  no  comfort  of  my  life." 

"You  may  rely  upon  me,"  said  Mrs.  Pomplin,  and 
she  went  away  with  some  new  ideas  to  communicate, 
which  made  the  inspection  of  the  box  of  fashions  a 
doubly  interesting  event.  Roger  Trevelyan's  visits  to 
the  blacksmith's  house  had  been  exciting  enough;  but 
marriage!  All  Windholm  rang  with  the  information 
before  night. 

Notwithstanding  this  double  betrayal,  Mrs.  Stan- 
field,  after  occupying  herself  very  energetically  about 
the  dinner,  and  accounting  for  her  more  than  ordinary 
flush  by  the  fact  that  she  had  prepared  part  of  it  with 
her  own  hands,  met  her  husband  and  his  daughter 
without  much  discomposure  at  the  common  table.  There 
was  not  a  great  deal  of  conversation  there,  for  Agnes 
was  naturally  rapt  in  her  own  thoughts,  and  the  black- 
smith was  more  than  ever  preoccupied.     He  had  taken 
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advantage  of  his  visit  to  the  Vicarage  to  inform  the 
Vicar  of  what  had  occurred,  to  the  exceeding  amaze- 
ment of  that  spiritual  authority.  The  Vicar,  though 
odd  and  not  very  orthodox  and  very  much  Stanfield's 
friend,  had  not  been  able  to  conceal  his  surprise.  "Sir 
Roger  ought  to  be  informed,"  he  said.  "I  have  just 
put  a  letter  in  the  post  to  Sir  Roger,"  replied  the 
blacksmith,  who  could  not  at  the  same  time  divest 
himself  of  a  certain  glow  of  surprised  resentment  — 
for  William  Stanfield  did  not  understand  being,  even 
for  the  moment,  disapproved  of;  it  was  a  novel  sensa- 
tion to  him:  so  he  was  not  much  disposed  to  talk  at 
dinner,  not  having  quite  recovered  that  disagreeable 
surprise.  More  and  more  undesirable,  as  he  thought 
of  it,  became  this  connexion.  If  the  blacksmith  could 
but  have  divined  that  the  young  squire  in  his  solitude 
that  morning  had  felt  all  the  secondary  disadvantages 
almost  as  painfully  as  he  himself  did,  the  father  of 
Agnes  would  have  discarded  the  young  man  with  a 
contempt  which  would  have  given  him  some  consola- 
tion. But  he  did  not  know;  he  only  looked  with  a 
regretful  tenderness  on  his  child,  and  said  to  himself 
that  at  least  she  was  happy,  and  that  the  young  fellow 
loved  her  —  and  so  went  out  to  his  usual  work  with 
a  sore  and  heavy  heart. 

As  for  Agnes,  those  concealed  waves  of  trouble 
that  swelled  round  her  had  not  reached  the  fairy  pin- 
nace in  which  she  and  her  hopes  and  her  happiness  1 
were  embarked.  She  was  still  in  the  absolute  stage  of  ^ 
existence.  Slow  as  her  father  was  to  believe  in  false- 
hood, was  this  young  soul  to  understand  unkindness. 
She  knew  what  love  was,  but  she  did  not  comprehend 
the  reverse  of  love,   nor  did  it  enter  into  her  imagina- 
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tion  to  conceive  how,  Laving  Roger's  heart,  she  could 
want  anything  more  to  be  happy.  When  her  bouquet 
came  that  afternoon,  with  a  precious  note  —  her  first 
love-letter  —  the  innocent  young  heart  swelled  with  an 
indescribable  delight.  She  could  as  soon  have  thought 
of  any  impossibility  on  earth  as  dreamt  that  Roger  had 
escaped  from  a  great  many  troublesome  and  troubled 
thoughts  about  the  future,  by  dashing  a  dozen  miles 
over  the  country,  in  the  teeth  of  an  east  wind,  to  get 
her  that  bouquet.  There  was  time  enough  and  to  spare 
to  find  out  these  hidden  shadows  which  environed  her. 
In  the  meantime,  she  was  at  the  one  unique  period  of 
existence  when  the  woman  is  more  happy  than  the  man 
in  the  relations  between  them.  Even  when  she  thought 
with  a  vague  awe  of  Miss  Trevelyan,  and  imagined  to 
herself  the  tender  appeal  she  would  make  to  the  affec- 
tions of  that  unknown  sister,  the  real  cloud  on  her 
horizon  did  not  impress  Agnes ;  the  difficulties  of  living, 
the  incompatibility  of  his  surroundings  and  hers  did 
not  occur  to  her.  She  would  have  known  a  great  deal 
better  about  it  had  she  been  a  Miss  Fox,  of  the  Cedars 
—  but  being  only  the  blacksmith's  daughter,  the  con- 
ventional difficulties  disturbed  her  not.  Her  own  world 
was  pure  prose,  she  knew ;  but  the  new  world  —  Roger's 
world  —  was  the  world  of  poetry,  where  life  floated  on 
angels'  wings,  where  people  lived  as  in  books,  where 
the  pure  and  true  wore  recognised  by  instinct.  Her 
meditative  soul  was  in  that  other  sphere  of  which  she 
dreamed  —  it  never  had  lived  among  the  bakers,  and 
butchers,  and  tradespeople  of  Windholm.  She  might 
be  a  little  doubtful  of  her  "manners"  just  at  first,  but 
of  herself  Agnes  could  not  be  doubtful.  "The  burden 
of  an  honour  unto  which  she  was  not  born,"   did  not 
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oppress  a  mind  wliicli  took  little  tliouglit  of  the  external 
circumstances  of  that  elevation.  "Her  gentle  mind  was 
such,  that  she  grew  a  noble  lady,"  would  have  been 
the  truer  prognostication;  and  she  was  as  happy  as  a 
girl  can  be  who  is  truly  loved,  and  who  anticipates 
nothing  in  this  world  —  having  met  with  nothing  in 
her  brief  experience  —  but  love  and  truth.  So  when 
the  blacksmith  retired,  heavy  and  sore  at  heart,  to  the 
forge,  seeing  nothing  but  harm  that  was  to  result  from 
the  new  relationship  to  which  he  had  yielded  so  un- 
willingly; when  Roger  returned  from  his  ride,  more 
and  more  unwilling  to  write  that  letter  to  his  father, 
and  more  and  more  aware  of  all  the  difficulties  in  his 
way;  when  even  Mrs.  Stanfield  retired  to  her  bedroom 
to  lie  down  and  get  rid  of  her  heightened  colour  and 
something  which  she  called  a  palpitation,  brought  about 
by  excitement;  the  young  creature  most  involved  spent 
the  long,,  silent  March  afternoon  in  a  haze  of  happiness, 
with  her  flowers  beside  her  on  the  table,  and  the  note, 
in  which  Roger  called  her  his  own,  seldom  out  of  her 
hands.  She  expected  to  be  yet  happier,  more  blessed 
than  now,  and  so,  all  unwitting,  passed  through  the 
sweetest  hour  of  her  life. 
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CHAPTER   XIII. 

How  it  was  Received. 


]\Iiss  Trevelyan  was  rather  anxious  about  her 
brother  when  she  left  the  Hall  —  not  painfully  anxious, 
but  sorry  for  this  difficulty  he  had  got  into  so  soon,  and 
desirous  to  hear  that  he  had  got  over  it,  and  forgotten 
the  village  beauty.  On  the  whole,  she  loved  Roger  all 
the  better  for  having  fallen  in  love,  and  half  envied 
him,  and  thought  within  her  heart,  with  a  sigh,  as  she 
stood  looking  into  the  glass,  as  usual,  before  she  went 
downstairs  to  join  the  party  in  the  drawing-room,  how 
pleasant  it  was  to  be  so  young,  to  have  time  to  spare 
for  all  these  passions  and  distresses.  The  people  at 
Horsley  Park  had  an  uncomfortable  habit  of  sending 
for  their  letters  in  the  evening ,  ^^hich  almo  st  neutralised 
theu'  good  dinners  —  for  they  were  in  themselves  very 
comfortable  people,  to  whom  nothing  untoward  ever 
happened,  whose  children  were  all  young,  and  whose 
correspondence  was  not  troublesome.  Miss  Trevelyan 
had  more  than  once  had  occasion  to  find  fault  with  this 
annoying  practice,  for  she  was  sometimes  bored  about 
milliners'  bills  and  other  such  unlucky  accidents  of  life. 
She  looked  with  no  favour  on  the  tray  which  came 
up  just  as  the  gentlemen  were  straggling  back  to  the 
drawing-room  after  dinner,  with  all  the  letters  arranged 
on  it.  The  fourth  night  after  her  return  from  that  little 
expedition  to  Windholm,  it  was  with  particular  distaste 
that  Beatrice  beheld  the  approach  of  the  itinerating 
post-office.  She  was  talking  to  somebody  whom  she 
rather  liked  to  talk  to  —  a  man  not  in  the  least  love- 
able  or  marriageable,   or  what  people  call  eligible,   but 
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very  capable  of  conversation  —  a  quality  wliicli  Beatrice 
much  appreciated.  She  was  seated  in  a  comfortahle 
chair,  talking  to  this  agreeable  companion,  when  the 
dreaded  tray  approached  her.  She  put  out  her  hand 
for  her  letter  with  a  little  inward  thrill  as  she  kept  on 
the  conversation. 

"I  did  not  think  you  were  addicted  to  correspond- 
ence like  the  other  young  ladies,"  said  the  man  she 
was  talking  to. 

"I  am  not  in  the  least  addicted  to  correspondence, 
and  I  think  two  posts  a  day  are  inhuman,"  said  Beatrice. 
"One  makes  up  one's  mind  to  it  in  the  morning-,  but 
this  is  from  my  brother,"  she  added,  with  a  little  relief. 

She  sat  playing  with  it  in  her  hand,  and  going  on 
with  her  talk  for  a  long  time  after.  She  was  not  un- 
easy about  Eoger.  Poor  Roger!  in  his  innocence  and 
tender  wretchedness,  his  sister  envied  him.  That  luxury 
of  falling  in  love,  all  out  of  his  own  free-will  and  in- 
clination, was  something  out  of  the  reach  of  Miss 
Trevelyan. 

"I  daresay  he  thinks  he  is  very  unhappy,  poor 
boy,"  she  said  to  her  companion,  as  she  turned  over 
the  letter  in  her  hand.  "I  fear  he  has  been  crossed  in 
love;"  and  she  laughed  a  little  soft,  musical  laugh. 

They  both  laughed  over  the  idea  in  a  well-bred, 
friendly  way,  for  Beatrice's  friend  was  like  herself  — 
not  in  his  first  youth,  and  a  man  of  the  world. 

"So  you  don't  think  being  crossed  in  love  a  ca- 
lamity to  break  one's  heart  about?"  he  said;  "it  is  too 
great  a  luxury  for  worn-out  old  people  of  the  world 
like"  —  "us,"  he  was  about  to  say;  but  he  remembered 
in  time,  and  said  "me,"  which  was  wiser,  though  Miss 
Trevelyan  was  very  tolerant,  and  slow  to  take  offence. 
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"Yes,"  said  Beatrice;  "but  one  sees  tlie  good  of 
everything  just  wlien  one  has  lost  the  capacity  for 
it."  And  here,  as  they  began  to  get  on  the  edge  of 
sentiment,  which  was  entirely  out  of  place  between  two 
wlio  knew  each  other  so  well,  they  both  with  one  con- 
sent abandoned  the  subject,  and  began  to  talk  about 
Lady  Golightly's  ball,  which,  to  be  sure,  was  of  the 
highest  interest,  as  it  was  to  be  the  first  of  the  season, 
and  her  ladyship  belonged  to  a  set  which  was  not 
above  taking  notice  of  Sir  Roger  Trevelyan.  Thus 
Beatrice  sat  talking,  with  her  brother's  letter  in  her 
hand.  She  even  went  upstairs  before  she  opened  it, 
thinking  not  of  Roger  so  much  as  of  her  late  com- 
panion, who  was  one  of  the  ruined  men  of  society. 
"If  he  had  but  a  little  money,"  she  thought  to  herself, 
"or  if  any  good  fairy  would  but  make  him  selfish  and 
stupid,  that  he  might  have  a  chance  in  the  world!" 
And  this  was  said  with  a  little  bitterness,  for  he  was 
one  of  ]\[iss  Trevelyan's  great  friends.  After  she  had 
got  comfortably  settled  in  her  room,  with  her  dressing- 
gown  on,  and  her  light  featherly  braids  of  hair  hanging 
loose  about  her  shoulders,  she  opened  Roger's  letter. 
It  was  very  short  and  concise,  but  it  startled  Beatrice 
entirely  out  of  her  composure.  She  gave  a  start  which 
jerked  her  lightsome  locks  out  of  her  maid's  hands, 
and  dragged  out  a  small  handful  of  the  hair,  which 
already  began  to  grow  scanty.  Even  in  her  surprise 
and  vexation,  Beatrice  was  aware  of  this  fact,  and  it 
made  her  pause  in  her  excitement;  for,  though  her  in- 
terest in  her  brother  was  great,  she  could  not  afford  to 
lose  any  more  of  her  hair;  so  she  bit  her  lips  to  re- 
strain herself,  and  bade  her  attendant  make  haste,  and 
read  her  letter  again  with  tingling  cheeks.     When  she 
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got  up  after  her  liair  was  arranged,  and  by  chance 
caught  a  glimpse  of  herself  in  the  glass,  Beatrice  was 
moved  by  a  momentary  thrill  of  surprise  and  self-ad- 
miration. If  she  could  only  look  like  that  when  there 
was  anybody  to  see  her!  she  would  not  have  minded  a 
little  agitation  or  even  pain  as  the  cost.  This  idea 
passed  through  her  mind  involuntarily  as  she  rushed 
out  of  the  room  in  her  dressing-gown  to  seek  her  father 
—  for,  in  reality,  she  was  in  great  distress.  Roger's 
letter  had  been  directed  to  her  after  two  days'  ponder- 
ing, in  which  it  had  proved  quite  impossible  to  address 
his  father  on  the  subject.  Miss  Trevelyan  knew  that 
Sir  Roger  was  in  his  room  taking  care  of  himself,  for 
he  had  been  out  with  the  hounds,  and  had  caught  cold 
on  the  previous  day.  She  went  softly  along  the  cor- 
ridor, with  a  shawl  over  her  dressing-gown,  and  knocked 
at  the  door  of  her  father's  room,  to  the  intense  astonish- 
ment of  Bevis.  Sir  Roger  was  lounging  on  the  sofa  in 
a  very  doubtful  temper,  and  Miss  Trevelyan's  unex- 
pected appearance  was  a  blessed  chance  for  the  un- 
lucky valet,  at  whom  his  master  had  been,  as  Bevis 
said,  "swearing  promiscus"  ever  since  dinner;  but  the 
effect  produced  upon  the  baronet  himself  was  of  quite  a 
different  kind. 

"What  the  deuce  do  you  want  here?"  said  the  un- 
gracious father,  rising  up  from  his  sofa  and  staring  at 
her.  The  visit  was  so  thoroughly  a  bad  precedent, 
that  he  felt  it  ought  to  be  put  a  stop  to  at  once. 

"I  have  a  letter  to  read  to  you,"  said  Miss  Tre- 
velyan. "Bevis,  I  will  ring  when  Sir  Roger  wants 
you.  You  had  better  go  downstairs  a  little,  and  amuse 
youi'self.     Do  give  me  your  attention,  papa,   for  half 
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an  hour,  I  beg  of  you.  If  it  liad  not  been  sometliing 
important  I  would  not  come  to  you  like  tliis." 

"What  the  devil  do  you  mean  by  ordering  my 
man  about?"  cried  Sir  Roger,  when  he  found  his  voice. 
"What  the  deuce  do  you  want  coming  here?  A  letter! 
I  suppose  it^s  a  proposal  from  some  d — d  fool  or  other, 
that  you're  in  such  a  hurry.  YouVe  no  time  to  lose, 
to  be  sure,  at  your  time  of  life." 

Beatrice  went  on  without  making  the  reply  to  this 
sneer,  which  she  would  have  been  tempted  to  make 
under  less  serious  circumstances;  and  yet  she  could  not 
leave  it  altogether  unnoticed.  "It  would  be  a  pity  to 
enter  into  that  subject  just  now,  especially  as  both  you 
and  I  know  very  well  how  it  has  happened,"  she  said; 
"but  I  have  not  disturbed  you  at  present  on  my  own 
account.  This  is  a  letter  from  Roger;  though  I  am 
not  going  to  marry,  he  is.  I  told  you  you  would 
make  matters  worse  by  interfering.  He  has  made  up 
his  mind  to  marry  this  blacksmith's  daughter.  There 
is  his  letter,  if  you  wish  to  read  it.  I  wish,  instead  of 
going  into  a  passion,  which  will  do  no  good,"  said  Miss 
Trevelyan,  not  sorry  to  have  an  opportunity  for  an 
effectual  retort,  "you  would  keep  your  temper  for  a 
few  minutes,  and  let  us  consider  what  is  best  to  do." 

But  this  was  by  no  means  Sir  Roger's  way;  and 
his  daughter  had  to  sit  out  one  of  his  outbreaks  of 
rage  and  blasphemy,  contemptuous,  and  taking  no  pains 
to  conceal  her  contempt.  When  he  had  relieved  him- 
self in  this  way,  he  rang  furiously  for  Bevis,  notwith- 
standing Beatrice's  remonstrances.  "Get  me  the  letters 
I  had  yesterday,"  cried  Sir  Roger,  when  that  function- 
ary reappeared.  "Do  you  hear?  Why  the  deuce  do 
you   stand   staring  at  me  like  a  d — d  idiot?    Get  me 
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the  letters,  you  confounded  ass  —  all  the  letters  I've 
had  since  I  came  here.  By  Jove!  if  that's  what  he's 
after,  he'll  find  out  his  mistake.  Confound  you,  Bea- 
trice, don't  sit  there  sneering  at  me.  I'll  see  Templar 
to  morrow,  by  Jove  I  will!  I'll  have  that  old  rascal 
indicted  for  conspiracy.  I'll  cut  off  the  young  idiot  — " 

"I  am  sorry  to  interrupt  you,"  said  Miss  Trevelyan, 
"but  you  know  you  can't  cut  him  off.  Don't  you 
think  it  would  be  better  to  make  an  attempt  by  fair 
means  to  break  off  the  marriage?  I  suppose  they  are 
quite  respectable  people  — " 

"Don't  be  more  a  fool  than  you  can  help,"  said 
Sir  Roger-,  "I  can't  break  the  entail,  if  that's  what  you 
mean  to  say,  but  I  can  cut  off  his  allowance,  by  Jove 
—  every  penny.  I'd  like  to  see  him  marry  on  what 
he  has  of  his  own;  and  by — ,  if  he  goes  into  the  post- 
obit  line,  he  won't  make  much  of  that.  They  know 
pretty  exactly  what  Trevelyan's  worth  by  this  time, 
those  d — d  fellows.  Bevis,  you  deuced  idiot,  have  you 
found  the  letters?  I  thought  they  were  bills,  confound 
them!    Stay  a  bit  —  oh,  ah,  yes  —  here  it  is." 

"I  suppose  they  are  respectable  people  in  their 
way,"  said  Beatrice,  going  on  with  a  simplicity  that 
sat  strangely  upon  such  an  experienced  woman  of  the 
world.  "To  disgrace  an  old  family  cannot  be  any 
object  to  them.  I  daresay,  if  they  were  properly  dealt 
with ,  they  might  let  him  off.  If  you  will  consent  that 
I  should  take  it  in  hand,"  said  Miss  Trevelyan-,  but 
here  she  was  suddenly  stopped  short  by  Sir  Roger,  who, 
with  one  of  his  usual  pleasant  exclamations,  pitched  at 
her  the  letter  he  had  just  torn  open  and  glanced  over. 
It  struck  her  hand  sharply,  and  roused  into  sudden  irri- 
tation a  temper  which,   though  quite  under   restraint, 
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was  still  in  existence,  and  could  be  roused  when  occa- 
sion was.  It  was,  perhaps,  that  chance  blow,  more  than 
anything'  else,  which  determined  the  part  that  Beatrice 
took  in  the  transaction;  for  curiously  enough  it  was 
the  writer  of  the  letter  and  not  the  hand  that  threw  it, 
against  Avhich  she  felt  indignant,  as  she  took  it  up  after 
an  offended  pause  and  began  to  read.  This  was  "Wil- 
liam Stanfield's  just  and  honourable  letter  —  which,  but 
for  that  unlucky  stroke,  and  the  resentment  which  had 
been  slowly  gathering,  might  have  found  its  way  to 
the  heart  still  capable  of  comprehending  it,  which  beat 
in  Beatrice  Trevelyan's  breast.  The  blacksmith  had 
^vritten  a  follows:  — 

"Sir,  — ■  I  had  little  thought  when  I  parted  with 
you  the  other  day  of  having  any  occasion  to  enter  into 
correspondence  with  a  gentleman  so  much  out  of  my 
way,  but  things  have  happened  so  that  I  have  no  re- 
source but  to  write  to  you.  The  day  after  I  saw  you 
I  had  an  interview  with  Mr.  Roger  Trevelyan,  your 
son,  and  desired  him  on  his  honour  to  keep  away  from 
my  house  and  society.  The  young  man  obeyed  me, 
as  was  his  duty,  but  by  misfortune  met  my  daughter 
on  the  road,  where  she  was  passing  upon  her  own 
business.  It  appears  he  spoke  to  her,  as  young  crea- 
tures at  their  age  will  speak  to  each  other,  and  my 
child  being  innocent,  made  answer  according  to  what 
was  in  her  heart.  When  they  came  to  me,  which  it 
should  be  a  comfort  to  you  to  know,  your  son  did, 
honest  and  honourable  as  became  a  man,  I  did  all  that 
man  could  do,  short  of  contempt  of  a  true  attachment 
and  cruelty  to  my  own  flesh  and  blood,  to  put  them 
separate.     This  letter  is  to  tell  you  that  I  was  not  sue- 
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cessful.  They  cleave  to  each  other  as  nature  ordains, 
though  it  is  no  joyful  sight  to  see,  to  a  man  of  my 
mind.  It  is  against  all  my  hopes  and  wishes,  perhaps 
more  than  it  can  be  against  yours;  but  I  cannot  deny 
the  truth,  and  the  bond  between  them  is  one  no  father 
can  break.  Things  being  come  thus  far,  it  becomes 
my  duty  to  consider  my  own  child.  I  am  free  to  tell 
you,  Sir  Eoger  Trevelyan,  that  I  would  forfeit  a 
thousand  pounds  paid  down,  and  that  gladly,  that  your 
son  had  never  come  near  my  house;  but  as  things  are 
there  is  no  remedy.  I  therefore  take  this  means  to  let 
you  know,  and  though  there  can  be  little  doubt  what 
your  opinion  will  be  after  the  sentiments  you  expressed 
to  me,  it  would  still  be  well  that  we  held  some  counsel 
on  the  subject,  being  one,  I  suppose,  equally  distaste- 
ful to  you  and  to  me,  though  decided  beyond  our  in- 
terference. In  the  meantime  I  remain,  Sir  Roger, 
"Your  obedt.  servt, 

"W.  Stanfield." 

Beatrice  read  this  letter  with  a  rising  colour  and 
quickened  breath.  Had  it  been  shown  to  her  in  other 
circumstances,  she  would  have  recognised  the  true  spirit 
in  it,  and  perhaps  have  reconsidered  her  conclusions, 
and  come  to  better  thoughts.  But  her  long-restrained 
temper  had  to  find  an  outlet  somehow,  and  that  touch 
at  the  beginning  had  turned  all  the  balance  wrong. 
She  saw  only  false  pretence  and  hypocritical  knavery 
in  the  blacksmith's  distress.  He  to  pretend  that  he  re- 
gretted the  miraculous  chance  that  was  to  make  his 
daughter  a  Trevelyan  —  Lady  Trevelyan,  when  Sir 
Roger's  day  was  over!  The  thought  that  she  might 
have  to  acknowledge  as  her  sister,  perhaps  her  chaper- 
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one  and  protector  in  the  time  to  come,  an  ignorant 
country  girl,  most  probably  witli  nothing  in  the  world 
to  recommend  her  but  some  certain  amount  of  pink- 
and-white  beauty,  which  she  would  be  equally  ignorant 
how  to  preserve  and  how  to  make  use  of,  stung  Beatrice 
to  the  quick.  She  crushed  the  letter  in  her  hand  in 
momentary  fury.  "I  asked  you  to  leave  the  matter  to 
me,"  she  said,  "but  then  I  supposed  I  had  only  an 
honest  countryman  to  deal  with.  This  fellow  must  be 
a  knave  and  a  hypocrite.  Tell  me,  please,  what  is  the 
utmost  you  can  do." 

She  looked  up,  surprised  to  get  no  answer,  and 
saw  Sir  Roger  rather  redder  than  usual  in  the  face, 
fumbling  over  another  letter  in  his  hand.  "So,  so  — 
shes  thereabouts"  —  he  was  saying  to  himself,  and 
Beatrice,  without  being  aware  of  it,  drew  back  from 
the  table  with  a  rustle  of  disgust,  which  recalled  him 
to  the  matter  in  hand.  When  he  heard  this,  he  looked 
up  at  her  with  his  usual  grace  —  "You'd  like  to  go, 
eh?"  he  said.  "A  great  deal  of  good  you'd  do  with 
your  d — d  management.  I  know  women  too  well  for 
that;  perhaps  111  go  down  myself,"  said  Sir  Roger; 
"it  appears  I've  got  a  friend  there.  As  for  you,  you'd 
a  deal  better  let  the  deuced  idiot  alone.  He'll  waken 
up  without  a  penny  in  his  pocket,  the  d — d  young 
scoundrel!  I'll  teach  him  morality.  I  can't  stop  his 
marriage,  the  confounded  fool,  if  he's  ass  enough  for 
that,  but  I've  known  as  clever  a  trick  as  that  he  might 
cheat  the  respectable  old  idiot.  By  Jove!  I'll  send 
down  Bevis  to  track  her  out,"  the  baronet  muttered  to 
himself;  but  even  he  had  grace  enough  to  respect  the 
presence  of  Beatrice,  and  say  it  under  his  breath.  Then, 
after  a  moment's   pause,  he  fell  into  a  fit  of  laughter. 
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"By  Jove!  I  know  what  I'll  do,"  said  Sir  Roger;  "you 
may  go  to  bed  and  sleep  in  peace.  Bevis,  shut  that 
confounded  door  —  or  rather  open  it  for  Miss  Tre- 
velyan.  Good  night!  Don't  trouble  yourself.  By  Jove! 
I  know  what  I'll  do,"  said  the  virtuous  father;  and  so 
the  consultation  came  to  an  end. 

As  for  Beatrice,  she  got  up  and  went  her  stately 
way,  with  a  slight  bend  of  her  head,  disgusted  and 
disappointed,  as,  to  say  the  truth,  was  not  unusual 
when  by  any  impulse  she  sought  her  father.  She 
brought  Stanfield's  letter  with  her  in  her  hand  without 
knowing  it,  and  when  she  had  returned  to  her  own 
room,  to  her  cosy  fire,  and  the  pleasant  easy-chair,  in 
which  she  would  have  lain  back  and  dreamed,  had 
there  been  anything  pleasant  to  dream  about,  a  wonder- 
ful rage  and  envy  seized  the  mind  of  the  solitary  wo- 
man. Who  was  this  Agnes,  that  for  her  happiness  the 
ancient  family  of  the  Trevelyans  should  be  thus  dis- 
turbed? What  right  had  she  to  have  her  own  way 
and  her  first  love,  and  all  that  was  sweet  and  dear  to 
woman?  Miss  Trevelyan,  for  her  own  part,  had  lived 
a  great  many  years  longer  in  the  world,  and,  with 
much  more  right  to  have  circumstances  yield  to  her, 
had  yet  had  none  of  the  good  things  which  were  drop- 
ping in  a  heap  at  the  feet  of  this  village  girl.  Roger, 
though  he  was  her  brother,  passed  altogether  out  of  the 
mind  of  Beatrice.  She  thought  only  with  a  certain 
strange  silent  fury  of  the  other  woman,  for  whose  sake, 
and  that  she,  forsooth,  might  have  what  her  heart  de- 
sired, all  these  convulsions  were  to  be  produced.  Why 
should  this  Agnes  have  her  heart's  desire  any  more 
than  any  other  woman  —  any  more  than  she  herself, 
for  whom  no  one  interfered  except  to  thwart  and  blight 


HOW   IT   WAS   PvECElVED.  123 

her  prospects?  Thus  upon  two  women  at  the  very  op- 
posite ends  of  life  Agnes's  good  fortune  fell  like  a 
personal  injury.  It  flushed  with  anger  the  warm  colour 
of  Mrs.  Stanfield  as  she  wrote  that  letter,  which  Sir 
Roger  was  at  the  present  moment  thrusting  into  his 
pocket  with  playful  oaths  and  laughter;  and  it  deepened 
the  delicate  pucker  over  Miss  Trevelyan's  forehead,  as 
she  sat  in  her  easy-chair  looking  into  the  cheerful  fire. 
What  right  had  one  more  than  another  to  be  haj)py, 
and  innocent,  and  pure,  and  to  be  guarded  against  all 
evil?  It  was  the  question  both  these  women  were 
asking,  each  out  of  the  dreary  background  of  her  own 
experience;  and  the  innocent  girl,  knowing  nothing 
about  it,  had  already  procured  for  herself  by  her  mere 
happiness  the  enmity  of  both. 

It  was  very  wrong  and  wicked,  no  doubt;  and  yet 
these  poor  souls  had  in  their  way  a  kind  of  bitter 
reason  for  it;  for  up  to  this  moment  no  one  could  have 
said  that  Agnes,  all  untried  and  secure,  was  more 
worthy  of  the  safety  and  happiness  which  surrounded 
her,  than  they  would  have  been  in  an  equally  pro- 
tected and  sheltered  position.  If  to  them  had  been 
given  a  protector  as  watchful  and  tender,  who  could 
say  what  womanful  and  sweet  existence  might  not  have 
come  out  of  these  lives,  of  which  the  one  was  guilty, 
and  the  other  worn  and  disappointed  and  full  of  care? 
It  is  easy  enough  to  be  sorry  for  the  sorrowful,  but  it 
requires  a  strength  of  goodness,  and  sympathy  beyond 
the  common,  to  be  glad  that  other  people  are  better 
off  —  infinitely  better  off  than  one's  self.  These  not 
unnatural  grudges  at  her  happiness  did  not  disturb 
Agnes,  but  they  created  a  strange  disturbance  in  the 
thoughts  of  Miss  Trevelyan  as  she  leaned  back  in  her 
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chair  and  pondered  a  letter  whicli  she  meant  to  write 
to  her  brother  next  morning.  After  reading  Stanfield's 
letter,  that  was  all  she  felt  inclined  to  do. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

The  Efforts  of  the  Family. 

When  Miss  Trevelyan  awoke  the  next  morning,  it 
was  with  a  distinct  sense  of  having  something  to  do  not 
very  usual  to  her;  and  when  she  had  time  to  collect 
her  thoughts,  she  did  not  find  herself  more  leniently 
disposed  towards  the  culprits  than  on  the  previous 
night.  As  was  natural,  she  freely  forgave  Roger,  con- 
cerning whom,  indeed,  the  experienced  woman  thought 
only  with  pity,  as  the  victim  of  the  transaction;  and 
when  breakfast  was  over  she  returned  to  her  room  to 
write  her  letter  to  him,  with  so  thorough  a  sense  that 
it  was  her  duty,  that  it  was  impossible  not  to  imagine 
such  remonstrances  as  she  meant  to  make  must  have 
an  effect.  A  mother  warning  her  son  against  a  crime 
could  not  have  been  more  in  earnest,  or  felt  more  en- 
tirely the  importance  of  what  she  was  going  to  say. 
Her  impulse  even  was  so  warm  as  to  move  her  to  a 
certain  eloquence.  She  wrote  rapidly  with  a  kind  of 
inspiration,  not  pausing  to  think  of  her  sentences,  as 
was  her  custom;  for  Miss  Trevelyan  was  one  of  the 
people  of  whom  it  is  common  to  say  that  they  write 
very  good  letters.  But  there  was  no  effort  of  letter- 
writing  in  the  following  epistle,  which  came  direct 
from  her  heart;  — 

"My  dear  Roger,  —  Your  letter  has   disti-essed 
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me  very  much  —  more  than  it  would  be  possible  for 
me  to  tell  you.  I  had  not  the  slightest  suspicion  that 
such  an  unfortunate  accident  was  likely  to  happen; 
indeed,  I  quite  understood  that  you  had  made  up  your 
mind  to  turn  your  back  resolutely  and  for  ever  on  the 
temptation  which  was  in  your  way.  My  dear  brother, 
I  am  not  so  much  surprised  at  your  want  of  moral 
courage  to  do  this,  as  I  am  at  the  way  in  which  your 
hesitation  has  been  taken  advantage  of.  If  I  could 
even  overlook  the  disgrace  to  such  a  family  as  ours  of 
the  marriage  you  are  contemplating,  1  cannot  shut  my 
eyes  to  the  certain  misery  you  are  laying  up  for  your- 
self; and  I  hope  you  will  suffer  me  to  speak  to  you 
plainly  and  for  your  good.  I  am  willing  to  take  for 
granted  that  you  are  so  far  right  in  your  estimate  of 
the  young  woman.  She  is  pretty,  I  have  no  doubt, 
and  good,  as  you  say,  and  must  have  a  little  superficial 
refinement,  or  she  never  could  have  attracted  you. 
All  this  I  am  quite  willing  to  believe;  but  it  is  not 
what  I  am  ready  to  allow  she  may  be,  but  what  /  am 
certain  she  is  not^  which  grieves  me  so  deeply,  and 
gives  me  courage  to  say  all  I  am  going  to  say.  You 
have  been  used  to  good  society,  my  dear  Eoger.  I 
don't  mean  to  say  that  many  persons,  even  of  the  lower 
classes,  may  not  be  more  happy  in  their  domestic  re- 
lationships than  we  are;  but,  after  all,  happiness  is  not 
the  first  consideration.  You  are  used  to  people  who 
know  every  sort  of  thing,  and  all  the  persons  who  are 
worth  knowing  —  people  whom  you  can't  go  wrong 
with,  who  are. sure  to  be  acquainted  with  quantities  of 
your  friends,  and  to  understand  your  conversation,  and 
go  to  all  the  same  places,  and  do  about  the  same 
things  as  you  do.    You  cannot  conceive  how  strange  it 
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feels  to  fall  out  of  society,  and  go  among  people  —  it 
does  not  matter  even  if  they  are  your  equals;  country 
people  or  old-fasliioned  people  are  almost  as  bad  as  if 
they  belonged  to  another  class  —  who  have  no  com- 
prehension of  your  talk,  and  don't  understand  your 
kind  of  life.  I  have  tried  it,  and  I  know.  Women 
do  not  always  continue  young  and  pretty  (I  wish  they 
did),  and  when  her  bloom  has  faded,  you  will  find 
yourself  with  a  dull  companion,  who  has  not  an  idea 
how  to  talk  to  you,  and  could  not  be  amusing  for  her 
life;  and  the  more  amiable  she  is,  the  more  entirely 
this  will  be  the  case.  And  then,  however  fond  you 
might  be  of  her,  she  will  know  nobody,  she  will  not 
understand  how  things  are  done;  and  with  so  much 
personal  talk  as  is  always  going  on  in  society,  she  will 
get  utterly  bewildered  and  become  a  dull  woman,  and 
put  you  to  greater  shame  than  ever. 

"Don't  be  affronted  with  me  for  speaking  so  frankly. 
This  is  all  equally  the  case,  even  allowing  her  to  be  a 
little  clever,  which  I  don't  doubt  she  is.  Just  imagine 
to  yourself  a  country  girl,  who  knows  nobody,  dropped 
into  our  society  even  here,  though  the  Horsleys  are 
nothing  particular.  We  don't  talk  of  books,  you  know, 
which  she  might  read  and  get  herself  up,  or  of  abstract 
questions  which  you  could  tutor  her  in,  as  people  do 
in  novels  —  we  talk  of  things  in  general,  and  the  people 
whom  everybody  (in  society)  knows,  and  who  is  going 
where,  and  things  that  are  happening.  And  you  know, 
my  dear,  if  you  were  to  take  a  little  care,  and  make  a 
proper  marriage,  you  might  aspire  to  a  much  better  set 
than  poor  papa  cares  for.  This  is  just  the  aspect  of 
the  subject  that  a  young  man  is  sure  never  to  think  of. 
I  don't  mean  to  imply  in  the  least  that  she  would  not 
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make  you  what  people  call  a  good  wife-,  but  think 
what  your  feelings  would  be  to  see  your  wife  —  more 
especially  when  she  was  Lady  Trevelyan,  which  must 
happen  some  day  —  sitting  frightened  and  stupid  at 
the  head  of  your  table,  without  a  word  to  say.  A 
woman  in  such  circumstances,  if  she  had  much  spirit, 
would  probably  run  into  flirtation,  which,  so  far  as  the 
world  was  concerned,  would  be  the  best  thing;  for  she 
would  always  get  men  to  stand  up  for  her  by  taking 
that  line,  and  women  might  be  deceived,  and  think  it 
was  not  so  much  stupidity  as  coquetry  that  kept  her 
silent  in  general  society;  but  it  can't  be  supposed  that 
such  a  state  of  affairs  would  be  agreeable  to  you.  On 
the  whole,  my  dearest  Roger,  I  do  beseech  you,  think 
it  all  over,  and  consider  what  I  have  said.  In  all  this 
I  have  not  said  a  single  word  against  the  young  woman, 
but  have  taken  her  entirely  at  your  own  estimate; 
though  I  must  say,  that  a  woman  who  can  accept  such 
a  sacrifice,  and  permit  you  to  marry  her  at  the  cost  of 
all  your  prospects,  is  not  the  sort  of  woman  I  have 
been  brought  up  to  respect.  Does  she  consider  herself 
worth  such  a  self-renunciation  on  your  part?  I  am 
sure  /  should  not,  and  I  have  advantages  in  some  re- 
spects, though,  perhaps,  I  might  not  be  able  to  com- 
pete with  her  in  others.  A  man  who  has  always  been 
trained  to  consider  himself  the  first  object,  may  be  ex- 
cused, perhaps,  for  such  an  act  of  arrogance,  but  a 
woman  ought  to  know  better;  besides,  she  never  can 
better  her  position  or  yours  if  you  marry  her,  which  a 
man,  if  he  had  dragged  a  girl  into  obscurity,  possibly 
might  hope  to  do. 

"I  want  to  say  everything  I  can  think  of,  Roger, 
my  dear,  dear  boy,   for  it  is  impossible  to  make  too 
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much  of  what  you  are  going  to  do;  you  will  find  it 
the  turning-point  of  your  life.  Eecollect  that  a  man 
who  is  driven  out  of  the  society  of  his  equals,  even 
when  it  is  not  his  own  fault,  or  who  withdraws  from  it, 
which  is  almost  the  same  thing,  is  sure  to  lose  caste  in 
every  way,  and  become  either  a  misanthrope  or  dis- 
reputable. You  and  I  have  to  struggle  against  some- 
thing in  respect  to  poor  papa,  but  that  is  a  great  deal 
harder  upon  me  than  it  would  be  upon  you,  if  you 
entered  society  as  you  might  do-,  and  then,  you  know, 
a  man  after  he  is  married  is  very  much  confined  to 
the  set  his  wife  takes  him  into.  That  is  to  say,  of 
course  he  may  meet  people  at  his  club  or  in  the  world, 
if  he  chooses  to  go  out  alone,  but  it  is  she  that  de- 
termines the  society  he  can  have  at  home.  Think  over 
all  this  carefully,  my  dear  Roger,  and  don't  think  you 
are  alone  in  being  obliged  to  make  a  decision  against 
what  appears  to  be  your  happiness  for  the  moment. 
Few  men  would  hesitate,  when  the  girl  with  whom 
they  had  unfortunately  become  involved  was  of  so 
humble  a  rank  of  life;  but  most  men  have  this  sort  of 
thing  to  do,  and  still  more,  one  way  or  other,  most 
women!  Before  I  was  your  age,  my  dear,  /  had  to 
make  up  my  mind,  and  though  the  person  was  very 
different,  being,  as  I  hope  I  do  not  need  to  say,  at 
least  a  gentleman ,  though  with  nothing  to  live  on,  my 
sense  of  duty  carried  me  thi'ough,  as  I  hope  it  will 
also  support  my  dear  brother  when  he  has  finally  made 
up  his  mind.  It  is  a  less  sacrifice  in  one  sense  than 
that  which  I  made,  because,  so  far  as  he  himself  was 
concerned,  the  person  whom  I  gave  up  in  obedience  to 
papas  command,  was  a  man  whom  any  woman  might 
have  been  proud  of  —  highly  cultivated  and  always 
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well  received  wherever  he  went.  But  it  is  perhaps  a 
greater  sacrifice  for  you  to  give  up  your  own  way, 
because  you  have  been  accustomed  to  have  it  —  a 
thing  which  we  poor  women  never  are  from  our 
cradles.  I  hope,  after  you  have  considered  everything, 
you  will  wi'ite  to  me  again  a  very  different  kind  of 
letter  from  that  I  received  yesterday,  and  be  assured, 
my  dearest  Roger,  of  my  full  and  cordial  sympathy  in 
the  painfulness  of  the  sacrifice;  but  it  is  your  duty, 
and  it  ought  to  be  made. 

"Most  affectionately  your  sister, 

"Beatrice  Trevelyan." 

This  letter  occupied  nearly  six  sheets  of  note  paper, 
for  Miss  Trevelyan  wrote  a  somewhat  large  hand,  as  is 
usual  now-a-days,  and  had  too  much  sense  to  cross.  It 
was  quite  a  bulky  packet  when  she  had  put  it  up ;  and 
she  carried  it  downstairs  with  her,  when  she  went  to 
lunch,  with  a  sense  of  its  importance  not  altogether 
new  to  Beatrice,  who  was  in  the  habit  of  consoling 
herself  for  the  drawbacks  of  her  life  by  correspondence, 
as  so  many  women  do  at  her  age.  Notwithstanding, 
when  she  met  her  companion  of  the  previous  evening, 
she  thought  it  good  to  explain  the  unusual  size  of  the 
letter  she  held  in  her  hand.  "I  have  been  doing  a 
very  foolish  thing,"  she  said,  as  she  deposited  it  on  the 
hall  table;  "I  have  been  remonstrating  against  a  mar- 
riage —  I  wonder  if  my  arguments  will  be  of  any 
use." 

"What,  all  that?"  said  her  friend;  "if  it  is  to  a 
lady,  I  daresay  she'll  enjoy  it,  but  I'm  afraid  if  it's  a 
man  he'll  think  himself  virtuous  if  he  reads  half  Don't 
entertain  vain  expectations  of  its  doing  any  good." 

Ague-'-.   I.  V 
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"It's  my  brother,"  said  Beatrice,  a  little  disheart- 
ened. "I  feel  very  warmly  about  it.  You  know  I 
told  you  last  night." 

"So!  ■ — "  said  Miss  Trevelyan's  confidant.  "I  re- 
member. He  does  not  mean  to  break  his  heart,  then, 
as  you  supposed?"  —  and  he  laughed,  as  he  followed 
her  into  the  dining-room,  where  most  of  the  party  were 
assembled,  as  it  was  a  wet  day,  and  eating  lunch  was 
a  distraction  not  to  be  despised.  If  she  had  said  as 
much  to  a  woman,  the  chances  are  that  cm^iosity  at 
least  would  have  made  her  listener  a  little  more  sym- 
pathetic, but  her  male  friend  did  not  ask  any  further 
questions  about  the  history  thus  indicated.  Family 
accidents  of  that  description  were  too  common  to  awaken 
the  curiosity  of  a  man  of  the  world,  who,  though  he 
had  a  friendship  for  Beatrice,  cared  little  for  the  for- 
tunes of  the  Trevelyan  family,  who  did  not  seem  to 
him  at  the  present  moment  to  have  much  to  lose.  Bea- 
trice, too,  was  a  woman  of  the  world,  and  knew  very 
well  that  her  affairs  were  much  less  interesting  to  the 
world  in  general  than  less  experienced  persons  are  apt 
to  imagine;  and  yet  it  disheartened  her  in  spite  of  her- 
self to  see  how  lightly  her  confidant  took  her  distress. 
She  bore  her  part,  however,  in  the  occupations  of  the 
day  in  her  own  person  without  giving  the  household 
any  particular  reason  to  suspect  how  much  she  was 
preoccupied,  though  it  was  not  always  in  her  power  to 
restrain  a  bit  of  sarcasm  now  and  then,  which  gave 
relief  to  the  bitterness  of  her  thoughts. 

Sir  Roger,  for  his  part,  was  in  a  much  more  jovial 
state  of  mind.  He  had  sent  off"  Bevis  with  private  in- 
structions in  the  morning,  and  he  told  the  story  of  his 
son's  folly  with  his  usual  elegance  of  expression  to  his 
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friends.  "My  fool  of  a  boy  has  got  into  a  d — d 
scrape  about  a  woman  —  means  to  marry  lier,  by 
Jove!"  said  the  baronet,  with  a  burst  of  laughter,  as 
if  it  was  a  capital  joke;  and  so,  indeed,  his  companions 
regarded  the  story.  Perhaps  Sir  Eoger's  confidential 
agent  had  a  similar  feeling,  as  he  made  his  way  to- 
wards Windholm  with  instructions  to  seek  out  the  mys- 
terious writer  of  the  anonymous  letter  which  had  warned 
the  anxious  father  of  his  son's  danger.  Though  Sir 
Roger  Trevelyan  had  done  his  best  to  cloud  and  ex- 
tinguish the  faculties  nature  had  bestowed  upon  him, 
he  still  had,  in  his  debased  way,  a  sufficiently  prompt 
understanding;  and  he  divined  who  was  the  author  of 
the  epistle  he  received  with  an  instantaneous  certainty 
which  would  have  flattered  and  pleased  the  black- 
smith's wife  far  more  than  any  such  vile  recollection 
ought  to  have  pleased  her.  But  Sir  Roger,  though  he 
recognised  her  in  the  production  of  her  genius,  could 
not  have  imagined  any  possibility  so  wild  as  that  she 
should  be  the  wife  of  William  Stanfield.  He  sent  his 
valet  with  instructions  to  find  her  out  and  give  her  a 
commission  to  Roger,  which  perhaps,  in  present  cir- 
cumstances, he  might  receive  more  patiently  than  he 
had  shown  himself  disposed  to  listen  to  the  advice  of 
his  virtuous  father.  For,  indeed,  Sir  Roger  did  not 
believe  in  his  son's  goodness,  nor  understand  the 
honesty,  the  truth,  and  pure  thoughts  of  a  genuine 
love;  and  he  had  the  conviction  of  experience  that  a 
woman  was  the  best  tempter  when  vice  was  expedient 
and  necessary.  Such  was  the  errand  upon  which  Bevis 
—  who,  though  his  principles  were  of  a  very  un- 
elevated  description,  was,  notwithstanding,  somewhat 
revolted  by  his   mission   —   had  been  sent;    and   his 
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master  entered  into  tlie  occupations  of  liis  day  there- 
after with  an  approving  and  comfortable  conscience, 
feeling  that  whatever  happened  he  at  least  had  done 
his  duty,  which  indeed,  though  expressed  in  a  different 
manner,  was  a  conviction  very  similar  to  that  with 
which  Miss  Trevelyan,  with  her  letter  in  her  hand, 
had  come  downstairs. 

Bevis,  however,  who  was  not  a  principal,  but  only 
an  agent,  went  away  to  execute  his  master's  commis- 
sion, dutiful,  yet  somewhat  disgusted,  as  we  have  seen; 
for  somehow  the  depravity  of  other  people  impresses  a 
man,  however  hardened,  with  a  more  lively  sense  of 
baseness  than  any  vice  of  his  own;  and  perhaps  his 
want  of  success  at  Windholm  arose  a  little  from  the 
fact  that  'his  consciousness  of  the  odious  business  he  was 
about  made  him  unconsciously  a  little  languid  in  per- 
forming it.  And  then  he  set  out  with  a  fundamental 
mistake,  for  which,  however,  he  was  not  to  blame.  He 
sought  the  woman,  much  better  known  to  him  than  to 
the  Windholm  public,  among  the  less  reputable  classes 
of  that  little  community.  It  entered  as  little  into  his 
head  as  into  Sir  Roger's  to  look  for  her  among  the  re- 
spectable matrons  of  the  village,  and  the  consequence 
was  that  he  inquired  in  vain.  Nobody  could  identify 
the  person  of  whom  he  was  in  search.  If  he  had 
managed  to  reach  any  knot  of  virtuous  female  gossips 
on  the  Green,  the  lively  faculties  of  investigators 
so  skilled  and  experienced  might  have  seized  upon 
the  truth;  but  the  idea  did  not  occur  to  the  busy 
brains  from  which  Bevis  sought  his  information.  No 
one  answering  to  his  description  was  to  be  found 
in  the  demi-monde  of  Windholm.  But  accident  fa- 
voured the  search  which  was  carried  on  with  so  little 
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spirit,    and    brought   it   to   a    successful   conclusion   at 
last. 

When  the  discomfited  valet  was  on  his  way  to  the 
railway-station,  and  beginning  to  realise  the  kind  of 
reception  which  would  be  given  him  by  his  master 
when  he  returned  unsuccessful,  the  powers  which  watched 
over  Mrs.  Stanfield's  peace  had  so  far  forgotten  their 
charge  as  to  put  her  full  in  the  way  of  her  pursuer 
and  tempter.  She  was  coming  down  the  road,  full- 
blown and  important,  in  her  new  bonnet,  arrayed  in 
all  the  finery  with  which  the  village  could  furnish  her, 
when  her  figure  caught  the  eye  of  Bevis.  She  was 
talking  to  some  one  at  the  moment,  and  did  not  ob- 
serve him.  To  some  one!  —  it  was  the  Vicar's  wife, 
whose  instinctive  feminine  sense  of  something  lawless 
and  dangerous  in  the  strange  choice  of  William  Stan- 
field  had  been  for  the  moment  overcome  by  her  curi- 
osity about  the  still  more  extraordinary  marriage  which 
was  now  the  general  subject  of  discussion  at  Wind- 
holm,  It  was  in  the  full  elation  of  this  unlooked-for 
honour  —  flushed  and  proud  with  the  consciousness  of 
being  at  last  acknowledged  by  "the  quality,"  that  the 
unfortunate  woman,  turning  round  to  pursue  her  way 
home,  met  her  enemy  full  in  the  face,  without  any  pos- 
sibility of  escape.  It  was  no  figure  of  speech  to  say 
that  she  could  have  sunk  into  the  ground  at  the  un- 
welcome sight;  but  unhappily  that  was  easier  said  than 
done,  and  twelve  stone  of  substantial  charms  are  not 
so  easily  disposed  of.  No  lucky  opening  or  dark  pas- 
sage was  at  hand  by  which  she  might  have  eluded  the 
meeting;  and  she  dared  not  run  the  risk  of  being  fol- 
lowed into  any  of  the  shops  or  houses  in  which  she 
could  have  taken  shelter  in  her  critical  circumstances. 
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There  was  no  tiling  for  it  but  to  accept,  with  terrors 
inexpressible,  the  insolent  and  familiar  greeting  such 
as  no  man  had  ventured  to  address  to  her  since  she 
became  the  blacksmith's  wife,  by  which  Bevis  expressed 
his  satisfaction  at  the  meeting. 

"So,  here  you  are  at  last!"  he  said,  "and  in  capital 
time,  by  George!  A  pretty  race  youVe  led  me  all 
through  this  —  place;  not  a  soul  here  seems  to  know 
you.  Changed  your  ways,  eh?  —  turned  over  a  new 
leaf?  —  that's  a  good  one,  that  is.  But  I've  got  a 
message  for  you,  and  a  deal  to  say." 

"I  don't  want  to  hear  nothing  you've  got  to  say," 
said  the  unhappy  woman.  "Oh!  for  goodness  gracious 
sake,  go  away.  Please  God,  I'm  a  changed  woman; 
I  don't  want  to  have  no  more  to  do  with  them  as  led 
me  astray.  I've  them  to  stand  by  me  as  won't  let  no- 
body make  a  bother,"  she  cried,  in  desjDeration ;  "if 
you  want  to  keep  your  own  bones  safe,  for  goodness 
gracious  sake,  Bevis,  go  away!" 

But  Bevis  only  laughed  at  this  vehement  address. 

"D —  me  if  I  ever  saw  you  looking  better!"  said 
the  diplomatist.  "So,  you're  mortal  frightened  of  me, 
my  lady?  —  so  much  the  better  for  me.  I'm  not 
come  on  my  own  account.  Madam  —  whatever  your 
name  is;  but  it's  a  temptation  to  keep  it  up  on  my 
own  account  to  see  you  in  such  a  deuced  fright.  So, 
you're  setting  up  for  respectable,  are  you?  What  will 
you  give  me  if  I  don't  tell?" 

Here,  however,  the  terrors  of  the  woman  became 
so  extreme  that  her  assailant  grew  frightened  in  his 
turn.  Her  flush  increased  to  deep  crimson;  her  eyes 
wandered  uneasily  about  her.  If  by  any  chance  "the 
master"  should  come  in  sight!  —  or,  what  was  perhaps 
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a  still  greater  risk,  jomig  Roger  Trevelyan,  to  wliom 
lier  umvelcome  acquaintance  would  be  known!  The  only 
tiling  to  be  done  in  sncli  circumstances  was  to  escape 
somewhere,  out  of  sight  at  least. 

"If  you'll  go  to  the  Common  I'll  join  you  in  a 
minute  or  two,"  said  the  unfortunate  woman,  in  a 
choked  voice;  "it  can't  do  you  no  good  to  ruin  me. 
I'll  follow  you  to  the  Common,  I  will,  and  hear  what 
you've  got  to  say." 

"You'll  go  with  me,  if  you  please,  my  lady!"  said 
Bevis.  "I  ain't  no  objection;  but  trust  you  to  run  off 
and  leave  me  in  the  lurch,  I  won't,  if  you  were  to  ask 
it  on  your  bended  knees.  We  have  had  a  walk  together 
before  now,  many's  the  day,"  said  the  man,  with  his 
insolent  laugh,  "afore  you  were  so  hoity-toity  with  old 
friends.  And  I've  got  a  deal  to  say  to  you,  and  lots 
of  messages,  and  something  as  you're  wanted  to  do. 
Look  here!"  said  Sir  Roger's  emissary.  It  was  only  a 
little  jeweller's  box  he  held  in  his  hand;  but  the  truth 
was,  it  exercised  a  rapidly  moderating  influence  on 
Mrs.  Stanfield's  terrors  —  at  least,  it  brought  back 
other  passions  equally  strong  to  divide  the  field  with 
the  passion  of  fear.  And  besides ,  there  was  a  certain 
relief  in  turning  her  back  upon  the  village,  even  with 
the  consciousness  that  the  village  was  gazing  after  her; 
for,  after  all,  the  ostrich  has  a  certain  reason  in  its 
famous  device,  and  is  by  no  means  alone  in  adopting 
it.  And  then  the  lawless  creature  began  to  feel  the 
thrill  of  excitement,  curiosity,  expectation,  all  the  for- 
bidden stimulants  of  which  she  was  deprived  in  her 
new  life  of  virtue;  so  that  she  turned  back  and  made 
her  way  to  the  Common  by  the  side  of  Bevis,  recover- 
ing her  composure  in  a  manner  wonderful  to  see. 
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When,  however,  Mrs.  Stanfield  re-entered  her  own 
house,  it  was  with  shortened  breath  and  heated  cheeks, 
and  a  profusion  of  explanations  which  nobody  required 
at  her  hands.  She  had  met  an  old  friend,  she  said, 
and  he  had  given  her  a  deal  of  news;  and  if  there  had 
been  any  one  in  the  household  sufficiently  disengaged 
to  observe  her,  it  would  have  been  perceived  that  che 
blacksmith's  wife  was  preoccupied  by  something  which 
was  half  a  burden  and  half  a  goad  to  her  faculties. 
She  looked  at  her  stepdaughter  from  time  to  time  with 
something  between  scorn  and  indignation,  not  unmixed 
with  a  touch  of  pity. 

"To  think  as  she  should  set  up  for  being  luckier 
than  other  folks!"  IVIrs.  Stanfield  said  to  herself,  with 
panting  breath;  and  in  the  idea  of  pride  being  near  a 
fall,  she  could  almost  be  sorry  for  Agnes.  And  it  was 
thus  that  Sir  Roger  Trevelyan's  fatherly  attempt  upon 
his  son's  honesty  was  about  to  be  made. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

A  Domestic  Traitor. 

'Tm  not  religious,  like  the  master  and  his  girl,  nor 
I  don't  pretend  to  be,"  said  Mrs.  Stanfield.  "Them  as 
had  the  bringing  of  me  up  is  to  blame  for  that;  but  if 
I  ain't  a  saint,  at  least  I  don't  pretend  to  nothing,  as 
some  do;  and  I'm  your  friend,  !Mr.  Roger,  all  the 
same." 

"Yes,  yes,"  said  Roger,  impatiently.  "I  am  sorry 
to  be  so  completely  unable  to  understand  you,"  he  said, 
after  a  little  pause,  restraining  himself;  "but  I  suppose 
I  have  no  reason  to  doubt  that?" 
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"No,  sir,  tliat  you  haven't,"  said  the  blacksmith's 
wife.  And  any  one  with  a  sufficiently  lively  imagina- 
tion may  conceive  how  Roger  Trevelyan  kept  looking 
at  the  woman  who  thus  addressed  him ;  thinking  (horror 
of  horrors!)  that  she  would  soon  be  legally  related  to 
him,  de  facto  at  least,  if  not  de  jure^  occupying  the 
place  of  that  ogre  mother-in-law  who  is  the  favourite 
bugbear  (according  to  novels,  at  least)  of  the  mind  of 
England.  "No,  sir,  that  you  haven't,"  repeated  Mrs. 
Stanfield,  emphatically,  "and  being  so,  you  needn't  be 
surprised,  Mr.  Roger,  though  it  ain't,  perhaps,  the  right 
thing  to  say  in  this  house,  as  I'm  dead  against  the 
marriage.  Don't  make  no  outcry,  sir,  against  what  I 
say;  I'm  no  scolard  nor  religious,  like  the  master,  but 
I've  seen  a  deal  o'  the  world,  and  I  ain't  ignorant,  like 
some  folks,  what's  thought  among  them  as  know,  of 
sich  affairs  as  this." 

"I  am  obliged  to  you,  I  am  sure,  for  the  interest 
you  take  in  me,"  said  Roger;  "at  the  same  time,  I 
don't  see  what  your  knowledge  of  the  world  has  to  do 
with  it.  If 'this  is  all  you  have  to  say  to  me,  Mrs. 
Stanfield,  perhaps  I  may  go." 

"I've  a  deal  more  to  say,"  said  the  blacksmith's 
wife,  who  seemed  to  radiate  heat  and  redness  from  her 
flushed  countenance  through  the  room,  in  which  the  fire 
was  going  out,  and  from  which  Agnes  was  absent.  "I 
ain't  one  to  impose  upon  a  young  gentleman,  whatever 
other  folks  may  do;  and  I  ain't  to  say  satisfied  with 
the  master,  though  he  knows  his  own  concerns.  It's  not 
for  me  to  speak,  Mr.  Roger,  and  him  my  'usband;  but 
there  ain't  nobody  else  to  say  a  word.  I  say,  sir,  as 
you've  been  tooken  up  a  deal  too  fast,  when  you  was 
thinking   of  nothing  but   having  your   diversion,   like 
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otlier  young  gentlemen.  Don't  you  say  nothing,  Mr. 
Roger;  I  ain't  a  blaming  of  you.  As  for  breaking  her 
heart,  and  such-like,  I  don't  believe  in  no  such  non- 
sense. It  ain't  becoming  to  a  blacksmith's  daughter  to 
have  a  heart  as  is  broke  so  easy.  You  was  a-having 
your  diversion,  like  other  young  gentlemen " 

"If  you  were  not  Stanfi eld's  wife,"  said  Roger,  in- 
dignantly, "I  should  tell  you  to  hold  your  tongue,  and 
let  me  and  my  affairs  alone.  As  it  is,  you'll  permit 
me  to  leave  the  house ;  this  sort  of  talk  is  not  agreeable 
to  me." 

"Stop  a  moment,  Mr,  Roger,"  said  the  woman, 
laying  her  eager  hand  upon  his  arm.  "I  may  be  plain 
spoken,  but  I'm  your  friend  —  a  deal  truer  a  friend 
than  them  as  would  take  advantage  of  you.  You  was 
a-taking  of  your  diversion,  sir,  as  I  say,  not  meaning 
nothing  wicked  nor  nothing  serious,  and  all  of  a  sudden, 
Mr.  Roger,  you're  hauled  up,  and  can't  do  nothing  but 
marry  or  run  away.  If  it  ain't  the  truth,  say  so;  but 
I  knows  a  trick  when  I  sees  one.  It  ain't  just  and  it 
ain't  fair,  and  I'm  one  as  knows  the  world  and  things 
that  are  sure  to  be  said.  If  I  was  you,  Mr.  Roger,  I'd 
no  more  wait  to  be  married  out  of  the  blacksmith's 
house  than  I'd  go  up  in  a  balloon.  I'd  take  her  right 
away  out  of  her  father's  hands,  and  off  to  Scotland,  if 
it  was  me." 

Roger,  who  had  been  standing  impatient,  with  his 
hat  in  one  hand  and  grasping  the  handle  of  the  door 
with  the  other,  was  mollified  by  this  suggestion.  He 
laughed,  and  took  away  his  hand  from  the  door,  and 
put  down  his  hat  on  the  table. 

"That  is  not  a  bad  suggestion,"  he  said.  "I  thought 
you  were  coming  to  quite  a  different  end.   I  wish  I  could: 
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but  I  don't  see  Low  it  is  to  be  done,"  said  tlie  young 
man,  calmly,  yet  with  a  smile,  as  one  replies  to  an  im- 
possible suggestion. 

Mrs.  Stanfield,  however,  saw  by  instinct  tliat  she 
had  hit  upon  the  vein  she  sought. 

"A  common  person's  wedding  ain't  for  a  young 
gentleman  like  you,  as  belongs  to  the  quality,"  said 
the  tempter.  "I  don't  see  as  you  could  bear  all  the 
noise  and  the  wishing  joy,  and  all  the  tradespeople  in 
Windholm  at  your  wedding;  and  the  master,  he  wouldn't 
mind  no  more,  for  he  ain't  a  man  to  make  a  difference. 
I've  a  regai'd  for  yom-  name,  Mr.  Roger,  though  it  ain't 
in  my  power  at  this  moment  to  give  all  the  particulars  5 
but  if  there  ain't  no  escape  the  other  way,  I'd  take  her 
off,  and  take  her  to  Scotland,  if  I  was  a  young  man 
like  you." 

"But,"  said  Eoger,  taking  up  his  hat,  "you  are  a 
domestic  traitor;  and  I  don't  know  that  I  am  not  some- 
thing like  the  same  for  listening  to  you.  Look  here, 
Mrs.  Stanfield;  the  master,  as  you  call  him,  is  not  a 
man  to  be  deceived." 

"Lord,  it's  as  easy  as  easy!"  cried  the  blacksmith's 
wife,  in  the  extremity  of  her  astonishment;  but  Roger 
cut  her  short. 

"It  may  be  easy  for  a  cheat  and  humbug,"  said 
the  young  man,  with  energy,  "but  not  for  an  honour- 
able man.  By  Jove!  it  makes  a  man  honourable  to 
look  at  him.  Even  if  Agnes  would  listen  to  such  a 
thing  —  which  she  wouldn't  —  Stanfield's  not  a  man 
to  be  deceived.  Let  me  go,  if  you  please;  I  don't 
want  to  hear  any  more " 

"Just  a  moment,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Stanfield.  "I 
should  have  thought  as  a  young  gentleman  like  you, 
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as  knows  what's  what,  might  have  known  without  so 
much  talk,  as  it  would  have  been  a  wonderful  con- 
venience to  the  master.  Bless  your  heart,  I  ain't  going 
against  him,"  said  the  woman,  "not  in  this.  I'd  a  deal 
rather,  for  my  part,  as  there  warn't  no  marriage;  but 
if  it's  to  be,  I  don't  see,  for  my  part,  how  it's  to  be 
out  o'  this  house.  It  ain't  the  house  you'd  like  to  ask 
a  friend  to,  now  —  is  it,  Mr.  Roger?  If  you  was  to 
make  up  your  mind  to  Scotland,  it  would  be  a  deal 
more  convenient  both  for  the  master  and  me." 

At  this  Roger  once  more  put  down  his  hat  on  the 
table.  "Are  you  serious?"  he  said;  "is  that  really 
your  meaning?  I  can't  imagine  that  Stanfield  has 
such  an  idea.  To  be  sure,  it  would  be  a  relief  to  me; 
but  Agnes  —  Agnes  never  would  consent ;  and  I  should 
be  terribly  vexed  if  she  did,"  he  added,  under  his 
breath;  but  this  did  not  catch  Mrs.  Stanfield's  ear. 

"You  try  her,  Mr.  Roger,"  said  the  woman,  con- 
fidently; "you  try  her,  that's  all.  There's  a  many 
things  a  girl  will  do  rather  than  lose  her  sweetheart  — 
a  many  more  things  than  that"  —  the  temptress  went 
on,  trying  her  gi'ound  —  "and  I  have  known  women 
as  would  rather  put  up  with  a  deal  of  ill  convenience 
themselves  than  insist  for  a  gentleman  as  was  fond  of 
them  to  make  the  sacrifice.  It's  a  terrible  sacrifice, 
that  is,  Mr.  Roger,"  said  Mrs.  Stanfield,  looking  with 
meaning  into  the  young  man's  face. 

He  had  just  been  reading  his  sister's  letter;  and 
half  because  of  the  reality  of  what  she  said,  half 
because  the  sense  of  his  own  importance  was  naturally 
agreeable  to  the  young  man,  he  had  assuredly  felt  in 
his  most  secret  heart  that  the  sacrifice  he  was  about  to 
make  for  his  love  was  important  enough  to  demand  a 
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little  acknowledgment  and  gratitude;  whereas  tlie  black- 
smith evidently  regarded  the  advantages  as  lying  en- 
tirely on  the  side  of  Agnes,  and  gave  her  with  an 
unconcealed  grudge,  which  commenced  to  irritate  a 
little  —  a  very  little  —  the  temper  which  Roger  shared 
with  his  father  and  sister.  Accordingly,  as  the  purpose 
of  the  stepmother  had  not  yet  made  itself  apparent  to 
his  mind,  her  testimony  to  his  extreme  disinterestedness 
was  not  unacceptable.  Unconsciously  his  face  cleared 
a  little,  and  he  was  more  content  to  listen,  even  while 
he  disclaimed  with  magnanimity  the  superiority  thus 
admitted  by  the  other  side. 

"No  sacrifice  can  be  too  great  for  Agnes,"  he  said, 
with  some  magnificence,  and  yet  with  all  a  lover's 
warmth;  and  then  for  the  third  time,  though  without 
any  immediate  intention  of  going  away,  he  took  up 
his  hat. 

"Ah,  Mr.  Roger,  it's  fine  talking,  I've  seen  many 
and  many's  the  gentleman  like  that;  but  when  folks 
are  married, it  makes  a  difference.  It  ain't  nothing  but 
gi-eat  advancement  in  life  for  her;  but  when  the  novelty's 
gone  off  a  bit,"  said  the  experienced  woman  —  and 
here  she  made  a  solemn  pause  —  "it's  then  as  a  gen- 
tleman feels  the  difference,"  said  Mrs.  Stanfield.  "It 
ain't  in  nature  as  he  shouldn't  feel  it.  It's  not  as  she 
ain't  good  —  though  I  will  say  as  she  has  a  bit  of  a 
temper  of  her  own,  has  Agnes,  and  dreadful  fond  of 
having  her  own  way  —  but  it's  not  as  she  ain't  good. 
There's  a  many  things  as  folks  understand  and  can't 
explain.  She  ain't  been  brought  up  a  lady,  Mr.  Roger, 
that's  what  it  is." 

"But,"  said  Roger,  with  more  tolerant  indignation, 
"she  is  a  true  gentlewoman,  which  is  independent  of 
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bringing  up.  No  more  of  this,  please;  but  if  tliere  is 
any  truth  in  what  you  say  about  Stanfield  and  —  and 
the  wedding  — " 

"Mr.  Roger,"  said  Mrs.  Stanfiekl,  "if  I  don't  under- 
stand the  master  and  his  ways,  who  do?  I  don't  say 
if  you  asked  him  as  he'd  say  such  a  thing;  but  I'm 
his  wife,  and  it's  natural  as  I  can  read  in  his  heart," 
she  said,  with  a  little  pride;  and  then  seizing  upon  the 
home  argument  thus  put  within  her  reach  in  passing, 
she  proceeded  —  "A  man  should  make  sure,  Mr.  Roger, 
as  there  ain't  nothing  in  his  heart  but  what's  agreeable 
for  his  wife  to  see.  When  a  gentleman  makes  a  great 
sacrifice  for  a  woman  and  the  novelty  wears  off,  and 
he  feels  what  he's  been  and  done,  it  ain't  possible  to 
prevent  but  she  finds  it  out;  and  there's  a  many 
women,"  said  the  blacksmith's  wife,  approaching  the 
object  of  her  commission,  and  growing  breathless  as 
she  did  so  with  mingled  terror  and  excitement,  "as 
would  liefer  make  the  sacrifice  themselves,  and  take 
the  consequences,  than  bind  a  gentleman  for  his  life  — " 

"What  on  earth  do  you  mean?"  said  Roger 
Trevelyan.  He  would  have  taken  what  she  said  simply 
as  implying  that  Agnes  might  have  given  him  up,  but 
for  the  woman's  flushed  countenance  and  excited  signi- 
ficant looks.  It  was  evident  she  meant  something  more 
important  than  so  vain  and  so  innocent  a  suggestion. 

"I  mean  what  I  says,  Mr.  Roger!"  cried  the  ex- 
cited creature,  getting  sin-ill  and  breathless  in  her 
passion  —  a  passion  made  up  of  fear  and  dislike,  and 
envy,  and  the  sense  of  wrong  in  her  own  person  — 
"I  mean  what  I  says.  Agnes  Stanfield  ain't  no  better 
than  many  another  woman  as  has  trusted  to  a  gentle- 
man's honour;  but  it's  her  and  the  master  to   make 


A  DOMESTIC  TRAITOR. 


143 


thing's  fiist  and  sure.  She'll  be  an  honest  woman,  I 
ain't  a  denying'  of  it,"  cried  William  Stanfi eld's  wife, 
breaking  the  bonds  that  restrained  her  —  "she  can't 
be  cast  off,  nor  druv  upon  the  streets;  but  she'll  read 
in  your  heart  as  you're  disappointed  and  'ave  made  a 
sacrifice,  and  I  don't  see  as  she'll  be  more  happy.  She 
can't  be  cast  off  like  them  as  has  sacrificed  themselves; 
but  she  ain't  no  better  than  other  women,  that  I  can 
see,  that  things  should  give  way  to  her;  there's  a  many 
as  bears  shame  and  scorn  — " 

Roger  had  been  listening  with  a  stupor  of  astonish- 
ment which  it  would  be  impossible  to  describe.  He 
could  have  refused  to  believe  his  ears,  and  the  words 
which  these  conveyed  to  him;  but  he  could  not  refuse 
to  believe  his  eyes,  which  beheld  mth  amazement  the 
extraordinary  passion  in  the  woman's  face.  When  she 
came  thus  far  he  stopped  her  with  a  moral  compulsion 
which  was  all  but  force,  throwing  himself  upon  her,  as 
it  were,  and  cutting  short  her  wild  monologue. 

"Good  heavens!  what  creature  is  this  we  have 
here?"  cried  Roger,  in  his  wonder.  He  felt  much  as 
if  he  had  seen  a  serpent  on  the  domestic  hearth.  "Not 
another  word!  — ■  not  a  syllable!  Silence,  woman!" 
cried  the  young  man;  and  then  he  set  his  back  against 
the  door  and  looked  at  her  with  all  the  honest,  youth- 
ful blood  tingling  in  his  cheeks.  As  for  Mrs.  Stanfield 
herself,  passion  had  come  to  its  culminating  point  with 
her,  and  slie  had  burst  forth  into  tears  —  red-hot  tears 
of  rage  and  vexation,  and  that  feminine  desire  to 
express  the  inexpressible,  which  never  has  any  other 
ending.  She  cried,  much  as  she  would  have  scratched 
or  bitten,  in  utter  excess  of  passion,  and  rage  at  having 
nothing  more  to  say. 
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Thus  tliey  stood  for  one  of  tliose  long  minutes  tliat 
feel  like  years  in  passing,  lie  looking  at  lier  steadfastly, 
she  weeping  with  an  angry  violence,  which  made  it 
still  more  remarkable  how  she  could  stifle  the  sound  so 
far  as  not  to  alarm  the  house.  Then  the  young  man 
addressed  her  sternly  — 

"Wlio  are  you?"  he  said.  "How  is  it  you  have 
found  admittance  here?  It  seems  to  me  as  if  I  must 
have  seen  your  face  before.  Who  are  you,  woman, 
and  how  have  you  contrived  to  mask  yourself  and  gain 
admission  here?  Good  heavens!  you  are  Stanfield's 
wife!  —  how  have  you  cheated  him,  lied  to  him,  to 
get  under  his  roof  —  and  then  to  dare  to  take  his 
daughter's  name  on  your  li23s!  ^AHiat  do  you  imagine 
he  will  say  when  he  hears  of  this  interview  you  have 
forced  on  me  — " 

"Oh,  good  Lord!"  said  Mrs.  Stanfield.  The  tears 
stopped  of  themselves  at  this  appeal;  the  burning 
moisture  dried  up ,  as  it  was  natural  that  such  volcanic 
dew  should  dry,  in  a  moment,  leaving  no  trace —  "oh, 
Mr.  Roger!  you  haven't  the  heart.  I've  spoke  to  keep 
peace  atween  you  and  yours  •,  you  ain't  agoing  to  make 
a  to-do  atween  me  and  mine  — " 

"To  keep  peace  between  me  and  —  Is  it  possible 
that  it  is  my  father  who  has  inspired  you?"  said 
Roger.  "Good  heavens!  —  and  you  are  Stanfield's 
wife!  Don't  say  anything  more.  It  is  my  duty  to  let 
him  know  — " 

The  frightened  woman  threw  herself  almost  as  his 
feet  in  her  terror. 

"Oh,  Mr. Roger!  don't  you  be  the  ruin  of  me,"  she 
said;  "I  ain't  a  bad  wife  not  now,  and  he's  fond  of 
me,   is   the  master.      Now,   as   his   daughter's  agoing, 
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don't  you  —  oli!  don't  you,  Mr.  Roger,  come  atween 
him  and  me!" 

Roger  took  to  walking  about  the  room  in  his  dis- 
may and  horror.  He  had  observed,  like  others,  the 
strange  difference  between  Stanfield  and  his  wife,  but, 
like  all  young  people,  he  had  smiled  within  himself  at 
the  elderly  second  marriage,  and  imagined  that  the 
blacksmith,  weak  like  other  men  upon  that  point,  had 
been  fascinated  by  the  full-blown  charms  of  the  comely 
vagrant.  But  now  he  opened  his  eyes  with  consterna- 
tion upon  the  true  state  of  affairs  —  or,  at  least,  upon 
something  which  resembled  the  truth.  What  was  he 
to  do?  A  woman,  depraved  and  dishonoured,  and  not 
even  repentant,  had  suddenly  revealed  herself  to  him 
in  the  bosom  of  the  household  from  which  he  was  about 
to  take  his  wife;  and  it  was  his  friend —  a  man  whom 
he  could  not  help  respecting  and  holding  in  the  highest 
honour  — •  who  had  given  the  shelter  of  his  honest 
name  to  this  ruined  creature,  who  was  ready  at  a  word 
to  betray  him!  Never  before  had  Roger  revolved  so 
difficult  a  question.  What  was  he  to  do?  His  duty 
to  Stanfield,  and  his  natural  abhorrence  of  treachery 
and  impurity,  especially  when  in  familiar  contact  with 
his  innocent  and  spotless  Agnes,  disposed  him  to  make 
instant  use  of  his  discovery.  But  there  might  be  still 
more  humiliating  revelations  behind  for  anything  he 
could  tell,  and  to  make  such  a  disclosure,  and  provoke 
all  kinds  of  village  discussion  and  domestic  disgrace 
on  the  very  eve  of  his  marriage,  was  too  much  for  the 
young  man's  courage,  even  had  he  not  had  before  him 
the  look  of  almost  animal  agony  and  appeal  with  which 
the   culprit  was  watching   his   looks.     When   she   saw 
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a  gleam  of  hope,  she  betook  herself  to  passionate  en- 
treaties. 

"Oh!  Mr.  Roger,  I'll  never  say  another  word.  It 
was  for  your  good  —  indeed  it  was  for  your  good. 
Oh,  Mr.  Roger!  I'm  mending  my  ways,  I  am.  I  ain't 
a  bad  wife  to  the  master.  You  wouldn't  be  the  one 
to  throw  a  poor  creature  back  upon  the  world  as  has 
sinned  and  suffered,  and  don't  want  to  go  wrong  no 
more?  Oh,  Mr.  Roger!  it  ain't  for  you  to  be  hard 
upon  me.     If  it  hadn't  a-been  for  one  as  is " 

"For  God's  sake  don't  say  any  more,"  cried  Roger; 
"I  don't  want  to  hear  any  more;  keep  your  horrible 
secrets.  But  look  here ,  Mrs.  Stanfield  —  if  I  ever  find 
you  in  communication  with  any  member  of  my  family 
—  if  ever  I  see  in  you  the  least  disposition  to  betray 
your  good  husband,  either  in  one  way  or  another;  and 
if  you  don't  at  once  separate  yourself  from  —  from  his 
daughter,"  said  the  young  man,  with  a  sense  of  in- 
dignation and  disgust  which  were  almost  beyond  bear- 
ing, "I  will  immediately  let  Stanfield  know  what  has 
passed  to-day.  You  understand  what  I  mean.  Oh  no, 
I  don't  ask  you  to  swear;  an  oath  isn't  much,  when 
one's  used  to  lying;  but  I  will  keep  my  conditions,  and 
you  know  the  consequence  if  you  break  yours." 

It  was  thus  that  this  strange  interview  terminated. 
Agnes  had  found  some  unusual  business  out  of  doors 
that  morning,  and  could  not  understand  how  it  was 
that  her  lover  was  so  silent,  so  constrained  and  full  of 
thought ,  all  the  day  after.  She  thought  she  had  offended 
him  by  her  absence ,  and ,  taking  his  offence  as  so  much 
the  more  a  token  of  his  love,  exerted  herself  in  all 
tender,  maidenly  ways  to  gain  his  forgiveness.  It  was 
only   after   he  had  left  her  that  evening  that  it  came 
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across  lier  mind  like  a  cold  shadow  tliat  perhaps  he  had 
heard  from  his  friends,  and  that  their  disapprobation 
was  the  cause  of  his  unusual  gravity.  Poor  child!  she 
did  not  know  any  better.  She  could  imagine  the  hor- 
ror, the  misery  of  giving  cause  of  offence  to  those  she 
loved ;  but  already  she  had  penetrated  Roger  sufficiently 
to  know  that  his  love  to  his  father  and  sister  was  of  a 
very  lukewarm  description;  and  the  pangs  that  a  man 
might  feel,  even  when  in  love,  when  making  a  mes- 
alliance^  did  not  occur  to  Agnes.  It  was  she  that  had 
neglected  and  vexed  him  for  a  whole  sunny  morning, 
that  was  all. 

Meantime,  Roger  made  his  way  back  to  the  Hall 
with  what  composure  he  could,  chewing  a  cud  of  fancy, 
which  was  a  great  deal  more  bitter  than  sweet.  True, 
he  was  more  in  love  than  ever;  his  eyes  were  touched 
with  the  heavenly  glamour;  he  saw  more  clearly  than 
ever  before  the  tender  graces,  the  natural  endowments 
sweet  and  refined,  more  exquisite  than  he  had  before 
perceived  in  any  woman,  which  belonged  to  his  future 
bride;  but  along  with  that  delightful  revelation  there 
came,  unfortunately,  others  much  less  sweet.  Stan- 
field,  though  wise  and  good  above  most  men,  and  full 
of  natural  delicacy,  was  still  naturally  wanting  in  vari- 
ous particulars  of  conventional  necessity,  which  only 
the  closest  contact  made  apparent;  and  Roger,  notwith- 
standing his  love-blindness,  could  recognise  the  truth 
of  Beatrice's  letter.  Had  he  not  himself  by  times  seen 
a  young  woman  from  the  country,  gauche  and  silent, 
sitting  confused  in  the  midst  of  a  gay  party,  struck 
dumb  by  the  accustomed  babble  of  the  world?  and 
Roger  was  not  more  resigned  than  other  young  men  to 
think  of  himself  as  regarded  with  compassion,  the  hus- 
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band  of  a  speechless  beauty,  who  knew  nobody  and 
whom  nobody  knew.  Then  he  had  very  serious  thoughts 
of  the  future,  with  which  sentiment  had  nothing  to  do. 
He  had  of  his  own  nothing  except  a  little  money  in 
the  funds,  which  he  could  not  sell  out,  and  which 
brought  him  in  something  like  ninety  pounds  a  year; 
and  his  allowance,  which  was  never  too  regular,  and 
which  Sir  Roger  could  withdraw  when  he  pleased  — 
a  poor  enough  prospect  to  marry  upon  for  a  young 
man  who  had  not  been  trained  to  do  anything,  and 
who  had  not  an  idea  what  kind  of  work  he  was  fit  for, 
even  had  he  had  the  inclination  to  work.  Last  of  all, 
this  sudden  gulf  opening  under  his  feet  came  as  the 
climax  of  all  his  doubts  and  horrors.  The  blacksmith, 
though  he  was  a  blacksmith,  might  have  been  a  prince 
as  far  as  nature  was  concerned;  but  the  blacksmith's 
wife!  Such  were  the  meditations  that  attended  Roger, 
as  he  left  Agnes  pondering  on  her  imaginary  innocent 
fault,  and  betook  himself  to  the  painful  gloom  and 
solitude  of  the  shabby  Hall,  where  there  was  nothing 
to  distract  his  thoughts. 


CHAPTER   XVI. 

The  Father  and  the  Lover. 

When  Sir  Roger  Trevelyan  heard  of  the  failure  of 
his  expedient,  his  wrath  was  great;  but  when  he  ascer- 
tained (which  was  not  until  after  a  second  visit  of  Bevis 
to  Windholm)  what  was  the  present  position  of  the 
woman  over  whom  he  held  such  influence,  hope  re- 
turned to  the  mind  of  the  virtuous  father.  "By  Jove, 
she  shan't  get  off  like  that;  she  shall  keep  at  it,  d 
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lier,  or  well  expose  lier,"  the  baronet  said;  but  within 
himself  he  chuckled,  pleased  to  know  of  the  disgrace 
in  which,  without  knowing  it,  William  Stanfield  was 
involved.  "Good  enough  for  him,  the  d — d  prig,"  Sir 
Roger  said;  "she'll  make  Roger  hear  reason,  if  she 
keeps  at  it;  there's  nobody  like  a  deuced  woman  for 
that;"  but  at  the  same  time  Sir  Roger  was  moved  to 
take  other  means.  He  wrote  to  his  son,  threatening 
him  with  every  possible  and  impossible  penalty;  and 
he  wrote  to  Stanfield  as  follows:  — 

"Sir  Roger Trevelyan  informs  the  blacksmith  Stan- 
field that  he  has  received  his  impertinent  letter.  As 
he  has  no  doubt  it  was  written  when  Stanfield  was 
mad  or  drunk,  he  will  not  take  any  notice  of  such  a 
piece  of  impudence,  if  it  is  not  repeated.  Mr.  Trevelyan 
has  nothing  of  his  own,  and  Sh*  Roger  would  withdraw 
every  penny  of  what  he  allows  him  if  he  was  to  ruin 
and  disgrace  himself  in  such  a  manner,  which  will  show 
Stanfield  that  such  a  piece  of  villany  is  not  worth  his 
while. 

"Horsley  House,  March  30th." 

This  epistle  was  put  into  Stanfield's  hands  after  he 
had  gone  in  to  tea,  and  had  seated  himself  in  his 
great  chair  with  the  pleasant  fatigue  of  a  man  who  has 
done  his  day's  work,  and  come  home  to  rest  at  his 
own  tranquil  table.  For  the  moment,  as  it  happened, 
there  was  no  one  with  him  but  Agnes,  who  was  ar- 
ranging the  table  for  tea,  a  deft  and  noiseless  hand- 
maid. It  was  the  hour  the  blacksmith  loved  most.  The 
lover  was  gone  and  all  immediate  trace  of  him,  and 
for  the  moment  he  could  forget  that  his  child  was  no 
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longer  all  his  own;  and  even  the  uncongenial  wife  was 
absent,  and  for  anything  that  appeared,  this  troublous 
year  of  existence  might  never  have  been,  and  the  two 
who  were  once  all  in  all  to  each  other  might  have  re- 
turned to  their  former  safe  solitude  and  peace.  It  was 
this  sweet  moment  which  was  spoiled  and  rendered 
bitter  by  Sir  Eoger's  letter.  Stanfield  was  too  honest 
and  true  to  be  able  to  conceal  that  it  moved  him.  He 
uttered  a  groan  when  he  read  it,  half  of  suppressed 
rage,  yet  more  than  half  of  a  pitiful  horror  for  the 
mind  that  produced  it,  and  for  the  possibility  of  such  a 
man  having  power  to  interfere  in  his  concerns. 

"What  is  the  matter,  father?"  said  Agnes;  and  she 
went  up  to  him  to  lean  over  his  shoulder,  and  read  his 
letter,  as  her  custom  had  been. 

This  time  he  put  her  back  with  a  gentle  but  de- 
cided hand;  and,  crushing  it  up  in  his  fingers,  tossed 
it  into  the  fire.     Then  Agnes  divined  what  it  was. 

"Is  it  a  letter  from  Sir  Eoger?"  she  asked,  all  the 
little  colour  which  was  there  leaving  her  cheeks. 

"Ay,  little  one,  it's  from  Sir  Eoger,"  he  said,  with 
another  groan,  "and,  but  for  your  happiness,  I'd  say  it 
was  a  black  day  that  ever  Sir  Roger  had  word  to  say 
to  me  or  mine." 

"Don't  say  so,  father,"  said  Agnes,  with  the  voice 
of  pleading  that  went  to  her  father's  heart. 

"No,  I'll  not  say  so,"  said  Stanfield;  and  he  sat 
watching  the  ashes  of  the  consumed  letter,  blown  about 
on  the  hearth,  without  speaking,  without  making  any 
response  to  the  wistful  inquiring  silence  with  which 
Agnes  kept  her  place  behind  his  chair.  "I'll  not  say 
so,"  he  went  on  half  to  himself.  "A  man  can  keep 
silence  if  he  can  do  nought  else.     It's  but  nature,  little 


THE  FATlIEll  AND  THE  LOVER.  151 

one,  but  it's  hard  on  fathers  and  mothers.  You  have 
no  mother  to  pme  for  you,  and  maybe  it's  welh  They 
say  women  have  more  feeling  than  men  —  anyhow, 
it's  harder  work  to  keep  it  down.  Go  and  make  the 
tea,  and  we'll  speak  of  it  no  more." 

"But,  father,"  said  Agnes,  who  was  now  glad  to 
keep  behind  the  chair  out  of  sight,  "you  know  I  will 
do  nothing,  think  of  nothing,  without  your  consent." 

The  blacksmith's  brown  eyes  grew  luminous  with 
the  smile  of  tender  and  tolerant  philosophy  that  was 
habitual  to  them.  "If  I  was  one  that  could  refuse 
your  heart's  wish,  little  one,"  said  Stanfield,  "it  might 
be  just  to  speak  like  that;  but  you're  not  to  learn  now 
that  short  of  ill-doing  there's  nothing  on  earth  would 
be  a  sacrifice  to  me  for  your  happiness.  And,  child, 
his  father's  a  man ,  as  far  as  man  can  judge ,  without 
heart  or  honour.  It  matters  little  to  me  what  such  a 
man  can  say." 

"And  he  objects?"  said  Agnes,  almost  under  her 
breath.  Not  a  thought  that  the  question  was  a  selfish 
one  occurred  to  the  girl  —  partly  because,  in  the  un- 
conscious self-regard  of  youth,  her  own  immediate 
affairs  seemed  sufficiently  important  to  her  to  eclipse 
everything  in  the  world;  and  partly  because  the  pos- 
sibility of  Sir  Roger  or  any  man  insulting  her  father 
never  entered  her  mind  as  possible;  but  the  father,  al- 
ready possessed  as  much  as  his  just  nature  would  per- 
mit him  to  be,  with  a  natural  involuntary  sense  of 
abandonment,  heard  the  question  with  an  ineffable  pang 
of  wounded  love  and  pride. 

"Ay,  he  objects,"  said  Stanfield;  "that  was  to  be 
looked  for;  but  it  matters  little  to  me  what  such  a  man 
can  say.     Go  you  and  make  the  tea." 
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And  when  Agnes  went  away,  slightly  wounded  in 
her  turn,  and  eager  to  hear  all  the  details  which  were 
thus  summarily  abridged  for  her,  Stanfield  stooped 
over  the  fire,  leaning  his  head  on  both  his  hands,  and 
pondering,  as  he  recovered  from  its  sting,  the  import  of 
the  letter  he  had  destroyed.  He  was  not  a  perfect 
man,  this  village  sage.  His  pride,  which  was  a  funda- 
mental part  of  his  character,  was  stung  to  the  heart  by 
Sir  Koger's  insolent  note;  and  as  he  saw  the  consumed 
paper  melt  into  inarticulate  ashes,  so  the  intimation  it 
contained  died,  so  far  as  he  was  concerned.  In  the 
face  of  such  a  warning  he  would  have  permitted  his 
child  to  marry  a  beggar,  proudly  proving  thereby  his 
utter  disinterestedness;  but  nobody  should  know  from 
him,  not  even  Sir  Roger  himself,  his  knowledge  of  the 
bridegroom's  utter  dependence  and  helplessness.  And 
then  other  thoughts  came  into  the  blacksmith's  mind. 
Had  he  been  as  Roger,  young,  and  with  such  a  bride 
as  Agnes  to  inspire  him,  what  could  he  not  have  done 
for  her  sake?  how  would  he  have  rejoiced  in  toiling 
for  her,  and  found  the  meanest  labour  beautiful?  Per- 
haps Roger,  too,  was  capable  of  such  inspiration.  The 
good  man,  who  judged  no  one,  who  believed  no  evil, 
raised  himself  up  at  the  thought.  At  least  he  could 
wait  and  see;  and  in  the  meantime  he  said  not  a  word 
of  the  news  he  had  just  received ,  and  took  no  notice 
of  it,  even  to  himself.  All  the  effect  it  had  was  to 
make  him  more  decided  in  the  matter  of  the  marriage. 
It  was  "the  heart's  wish,"  wisely  or  unwisely,  of  his 
only  child,  and  in  such  a  matter  William  Stanfield  could 
afi'ord  to  prove  to  the  world ,  and  above  all  to  Sir  Roger 
Trevelyan ,  that  he  was  capable  of  securing  his  daughter's 
comfort  without  assistance  from  any  one  in  the  world. 
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Tlius  the  ejffect  which  this  last  argument  might 
possibly  produce  upon  the  young  lover  was  more  than 
neutralized  by  the  effect  it  produced  upon  the  father  of 
Agnes,  whose  pride  was  now  enlisted  as  well  as  his 
affections.  Not  a  word  was  said  on  the  subject  through 
the  long  evening,  which,  once  the  happiest  part  of  the 
twenty- four  hours  to  Stanfield,  began  to  oppress  him 
now  Avitli  a  dreamy  tedium  reflected  from  the  eyes  of 
the  "little  one."  He  sighed  when  she  bade  him  good- 
night, and  when  his  wife,  also  worn  out,  retired  earlier 
than  usual,  the  blacksmith  sat  lonely  by  his  silent  fire, 
and  saw  the  ashes  grow  white  on  the  hearth.  So  he 
had  sat  many  an  evening,  revolving  his  concerns,  while 
the  fire  died  out  at  his  feet,  without  any  very  intense 
sense  of  the  loneliness  of  his  widowhood,  and  with  one 
soft  delicious  star  on  his  horizon,  to  which  his  mind 
could  refer  when  he  was  tired  or  disappointed,  his 
beautiful  and  tender  woman-child.  This  grand  primary 
element  of  happiness  had  failed  to  the  blacksmith  now; 
he  had  no  longer  the  thought  to  fall  back  upon  of  that 
sweet  and  sacred  thing  which  was  his,  and  of  which  no 
man  could  deprive  him.  Man  had  deprived  him  of  his 
child's  heart,  and  he  himself  had  taken  to  himself  a 
companion  in  whom  there  was  no  companionship  —  a 
mate  in  whom  there  was  no  repose  to  his  heart.  That 
last  thought,  however,  remained  utterly  unexpressed 
even  in  the  blacksmith's  musings.  He  was  too  true  and 
faithful  to  say  even  in  his  secret  thoughts  any  dis- 
paragement of  the  woman  to  whom  he  had  sworn 
faith.  When  the  thought  occurred  to  him  he  lighted 
his  candle,  and  retired  from  his  place  of  meditation. 
"Poor  soul,  it's  not  her  fault  if  she  don't  understand," 
he  said  to  himself;  but  sighed  again  as  he  fastened  the 
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doors,  and  finally  closed  upon  tlie  world  tlie  still  house, 
in  which  once  there  was  nothing  but  peace. 

Sir  Roger  Trevelyan  had  made  the  same  communi- 
cation to  his  son  which  he  had  made  to  Stanfield,  al- 
though accompanied  in  the  latter  case  by  offers  and 
suggestions  which  made  the  young  man  half  mad  with 
rage.  He,  too,  burned  his  father's  letter  with  an  in- 
dignation a  thousand  times  more  fervent  than  that  felt 
by  the  blacksmith  •,  but  though  he  had  burned  the  letter, 
he  had  not  got  rid  of  its  meaning.  He  sat  in  the  great, 
gloomy,  faded  library  in  the  Hall,  he  and  his  fire  and 
his  lamp  making  one  spot  of  partial  brightness  in  the 
desert,  and  cast  away  his  book  to  the  other  side  of  the 
room,  and  tossed  his  newspaper  half  into  the  fire  as  he 
abandoned  himself  to  his  thoughts.  Ninety  pounds  a 
year,  or  thereabouts,  was  what  Roger  had  of  his  own; 
and  that  idea  which  came  so  easy  to  the  blacksmith 
did  not  come  readily  to  the  young  squire.  He  did  not 
know  how  to  work,  or  what  to  work  at,  though  the 
Trevelyans  were  poor  enough  to  have  made  some  at- 
tempt to  "better  themselves,"  like  the  housemaids;  but 
it  had  not  occurred  to  Sir  Roger  to  suggest  this  idea 
to  his  son,  and  the  young  man's  natural  tastes  had  not 
as  yet  led  him  to  the  turf,  or  to  any  other  industrial 
pursuit  which  his  father  might  have  recognised  as  a 
possible  profession.  Poor  Roger  could  do  nothing,  not 
even  play  whist,  except  in  a  very  secondary  and  in- 
effective manner,  and  it  may  be  easily  supposed  that  a 
man  thus  unqualified  could  see  little  hope  of  helping 
himself.  He  sat  thinking  it  over  in  anything  but  a 
comfortable  state  of  mind  till  the  fire  had  died  out  at 
his  feet  as  well  as  Stanfi eld's,  leaving  the  chill  and 
dreariness  of  the  great,  shabby,  uninhabited  house  to 
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thrill  his  nerves  and  irritate  his  temper.  And  then,  in 
spite  of  himself,  the  letter  of  Beatrice,  and  even  though 
he  shuddered  at  her  name,  the  remonstrances  of  Mrs. 
Stanfield,  returned  to  his  mind.  He  went  to  bed  in 
such  a  state  of  misery,  mind  and  body,  as  Stanfield  had 
never  known  in  his  life,  chilled  and  discouraged  to  the 
heart,  feeling  himself  a  martyr  and  a  sacrifice,  and  not 
knowing  where  to  turn  in  the  blinding  web  of  circum- 
stances which  enveloped  him.  He  loved  Agnes,  it  was 
true  —  not  a  thought  of  being  unfaithful  to  Agnes  was 
in  his  heart  —  but  what  was  he  to  do?  Marry  her,  and 
starve  in  a  cottage  somewhere,  and  never  lift  up  his 
head  again  in  society?  That  was  evidently  what  his 
sister  expected  for  him,  and  he  knew  his  father  too 
well  to  think  of  any  relenting  on  his  part.  It  was  a 
strange  state  of  mind  for  an  accepted  and  triumphant 
lover;  but  poor  Roger  was  no  hero,  and  the  combined 
influences  of  a  withdrawn  allowance  and  an  expulsion 
from  the  paradise  of  society,  were  more  than  he  had 
strength  to  bear. 

He  stumbled  upstairs  half-bewildered  with  the  mul- 
titude of  his  thoughts,  and  almost  ready  to  curse  the 
day  when  he  had  hesitated  and  lingered,  instead  of 
leaving  Windholm  for  ever,  as  his  better  genius  had 
counselled  him.  And  at  the  same  time,  he  could  not 
make  up  his  mind  to  give  up  this  village  girl,  who  had 
made  him  so  happy  and  so  miserable.  If  the  black- 
smith had  proposed  to  separate  Agnes  from  him,  ths' 
young  man  would  have  recovered  in  a  moment  all  his 
eagerness  and  determination;  but,  at  the  same  time, 
having  won  her,  without  any  more  doubt  on  that  sub- 
ject, it  felt  hard  to  give  up  everything  else  that  made 
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life  agreeable  in  exchange.  He  said  to  himself  that 
other  men  did  not  require  to  buy  the  object  of  their 
affections  at  so  costly  a  price,  and  threw  himself  on  his 
bed  as  moody  and  discontented  a  man  as  was  in  all 
the  parish  of  Windholm.  It  was,  perhaps,  about  the 
same  moment  that  Agnes  woke  dreaming  of  him,  and 
lay  all  covered  over  and  hidden  in  the  sweet  darkness, 
not  caring  to  sleep  again,  because  the  waking  dreams 
were  sweeter  than  those  of  sleep  —  for  the  Sir  Roger 
who  objected  was  as  nothing  to  her  in  presence  of  her 
own  father,  who  had  consented.  If  she  could  have 
divined  the  state  of  her  lover's  thoughts,  what  sudden 
horror  would  have  chilled  her  maiden  dreams!  But, 
perhaps,  it  was  because  she  had  so  much  to  brave  in 
life,  when  it  should  come,  that  the  preface  was  spared 
to  her;  and  still  it  was  the  woman  who  had  the  best  of 
it  in  this  fair  vestibule  and  ante-chamber  of  existence. 
She  could  sit  and  wait,  peaceful  and  unexigent,  till 
life  came,  brightening  all  the  doorway  with  marriage 
^vl•eaths  and  blessings.  So  while  all  the  others  threw 
themselves  down  upon  their  beds  agitated  and  restless, 
disturbed  by  thoughts  of  what  was,  Agnes  lay  awake, 
and  planned  what  was  to  be.  It  seemed  to  her  as  if 
she  would  like  it  better  if  Roger  were,  for  a  time,  dis- 
inherited, and  the  two  were  to  be  all  in  all  to  each 
other.  She  planned  how  she  should  manage  for  him, 
so  that  he  would  never  discover  he  was  poor;  and  how, 
day  by  day,  they  would  grow  together,  thinking  the 
same  thoughts,  dreaming  the  same  dreams.  Such  was 
the  difference  between  them  at  this  early  period  of  their 
history.  She  was  too  young,  too  ignorant,  too  absolute 
in  the  unity  of  her  youth  for  complications,  and  so  for 
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once  ill  her  life  took  her  joy  with  both  hands  fall  and 
cordial,  accepting  no  doubtful  omens,  no  prelude  of 
evil  augury  to  the  epic  of  her  life. 


CHAPTER   XVII. 

The  Blacksmith  and  the  Gentleman. 

The  next  morning,  after  a  troubled  night,  Eoger 
Trevelyan,  taking  counsel  with  himself,  and  having  at 
the  bottom  —  all  incapacities  and  failure  of  intellect  or 
training  allowed  for  —  a  genuine  honesty,  concluded 
upon  laying  before  Stanfield  himself  the  decision  of  Sir 
Roger,  and  his  own  penniless  circumstances.  He  went 
his  usual  way  to  the  village  without  his  ordinary  elasti- 
city, pondering  heavily  enough  the  position  in  which 
he  stood.  Ninety  pounds  a  year!  Roger  had  heard  of 
old  palaces  in  Italy,  of  places  in  Wales  and  the  High- 
lands, where  people  could  go  and  economize;  but  eco- 
nomy practised  at  so  low  a  rate  could  be  nothing  better 
than  starvation,  and  it  was  difficult  to  believe  mere 
existence  possible  on  such  terms.  To  be  sure,  he  had 
heard  of  curates  with  no  more,  but  then  was  not  a 
married  curate  the  emblem  of  starvation  all  the  world 
over?  There  was,  however,  a  little  compensation  in  the 
thought  of  carrying  off  his  bride  utterly  away  from 
everybody  belonging  to  her  —  perhaps  to  find  some 
faded  frescoed  rooms  in  a  Neapolitan  palace,  where 
they  could  teach  each  other  Italian,  and  where  it  would 
be  less  easy  to  discover  her  low  degree  and  ignorance 
of  society,  where  the  two  could  exist  on  maccaroni  and 
oranges,  and  where  the  want  of  servants  and  comforts 
could  be  attributed  not  to  poverty  but  to  the  customs 
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of  the  country.  Siicli  an  idea  might  be  possible,  might 
even  be  practicable  in  a  way,  but  then  there  were  con- 
tingencies to  be  considered,  which  might  complicate 
matters  horribly.  Wlien  he  reached  the  forge  he  made 
his  salutations  to  Agnes  at  the  window  with  as  clear  a 
brow  as  possible,  and  then  dived  under  the  archway  to 
find  her  father.  Stanfield  was  at  work  as  usual  among 
his  men,  but  Roger  had  never  known  him  otherwise, 
and  up  to  the  moment  of  his  engagement  with  Agnes 
had  much  admired  the  skilful  steady  craftsman,  primi- 
tive worker  in  iron,  whose  wisdom  and  thoughtfulness 
somehow  corresponded  so  entirely  with  his  large  frame 
and  deliberate  movements.  But  now-a-days  everything 
was  changed.  Roger's  admiration  for  the  man  had  be- 
gun to  merge  into  a  vehement  objection  to  see  the 
father  of  his  Agnes  thus  occupied;  and  the  fitness  of 
all  things  and  evident  adaptation  of  the  man  to  the 
place  fretted  the  more  the  petulant  young  spirit,  unac- 
customed to  toleration.  He  felt  afi'ronted  that  Stanfield 
did  not  immediately  lay  aside  his  tools  to  attend  to 
him,  and  yet  when  the  tools  were  laid  aside  and  the 
master  came  forth  into  the  yard  to  listen  to  his  story, 
young  Roger  felt  still  more  affronted  to  see  the  compo- 
sure with  which  the  blacksmith  had  given  up  his  work, 
putting  on  his  coat  and  giving  his  orders  with  an  ap- 
parent sense  of  the  importance  of  the  interview  for 
which  the  young  man  saw  no  reason;  for  was  not  the 
cause  of  the  interview  at  present  buried  in  his  own 
breast? 

"I  want  to  consult  you,  Stanfield,"  said  the  young 
man.  "I  have  had  letters  from  home.  If  you  can 
spare  a  little  time,  I  want  you  to  understand  my  posi- 
tion and  to  advise  me  what  to  do." 
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"Yes,  I  can  spare  tlie  time,"  said  tlie  blacksmith. 
"I  gave  my  orders,  as  you  would  hear,  before  I  left." 

"Why,  you  look  as  if  you  had  known  beforehand, 
and  expected  me,"  said  Roger,  more  impatient  than 
ever. 

"Perhaps  I  did,"  said  the  blacksmith;  "things  can- 
not go  on  for  ever  in  an  uncertain  way.  It  was  to  be 
expected  you  should  have  letters  from  home,  and  it 
was  to  be  expected  also  that  you  would  pay  me  the 
compliment  of  consulting  me." 

This  statement,  though  perfectly  natural  and  spoken 
with  the  utmost  calmness  and  good  temper,  aggravated 
Roger,  as,  indeed,  it  is  probable  anything  said  under 
the  circumstances  would  have  aggravated  him.  He  had 
to  stop  to  recover  his  temper  and  his  breath. 

"Your  father  objects  as  a  matter  of  course,"  said 
Stanfield,  taking  advantage  of  this  pause,  "as  he  has 
a  good  right  to  object;  and  Miss  Trevelyan  remonstrates, 
I  don't  doubt,  being  a  good  sister.  Now,  Roger  Tre- 
velyan, you  and  me  are  friends.  You  may  have  your 
faults  like  other  men,  but  I  believe  you  honest  and 
true.  If  you're  any  way  moved  in  your  mind  by  what 
you  have  heard,  as  would  be  very  natural,  say  it  out 
like  a  man.  Hear  me  first  to  the  end.  I'll  not  blame 
you  more  than  I  can  help,  and  I'll  be  thankful  to  you 
from  the  bottom  of  my  heart;  and  as  for  her ^  she's  not 
a  weakling,  that  cannot  bear  a  blow.  Speak  out  like 
a  man." 

"What  do  you  take  me  for,  Stanfield?"  said  Roger, 
driven  back  upon  his  better  self  and  flaming  with 
youthful  indignation.  "Do  you  think  me  a  dolt  or  a 
villain?  What  do  you  mean?  After  consenting  to  give 
me  Agnes,   you  dare  to  question  me  like  this!    What 
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have  I  done  to  deserve  such  an  insult?  I  came  to  con- 
sult you,  and  you " 

"I  ask  your  pardon,"  said  the  blacksmith,  holding 
out  his  hand.  It  was  not  unstained  by  his  work,  a  fact 
which  Eoger  remarked  even  at  this  moment.  "I  ask 
your  pardon,"  he  repeated;  "it  was  because  I  was  proud 
of  my  treasure,  and  loth  to  see  her  undervalued.  A 
man  has  pride  in  his  children  according  to  his  condition 
of  life,  Mr.  Trevelyan.  Sir  Eoger  grudges  you  to  one 
below  you  in  this  world,  and  for  me,  I  grudge  my 
daughter  to  make  what  man  or  woman  could  call  an 
interested  marriage " 

Roger  laughed  rather  bitterly.  "My  father  would 
not  have  the  least  objection  that  either  Beatrice  or  I 
should  make  what  are  called  interested  marriages;  but 
I  suppose  you  did  not  mean  to  be  satirical  when  you 
spoke  of  pride  according  to  the  condition  of  life.  Look 
here,  Stanfield:  what  I  came  to  tell  you  was  this  — 
that  your  daughter,  when  she  marries  me,  will  marry 
a  beggar.  I  have  ninety  pounds  a  year  that  my  god- 
father left  me,  and  I  have  always  had  my  allowance 
up  to  this  moment;  but  now  you  understand  what  form 
Sir  Roger's  displeasure  takes.  He  tells  me  if  I  choose 
to  marry  it  must  be  upon  what  I  have  of  my  own ;  and 
that  is  ninety  pounds  a  year." 

"Well?"  said  Stanfield,  lifting  his  luminous  eyes. 
Something  from  within  lighted  them  up  so  that  they 
shone  upon  the  young  man  like  two  great  orbs  of  life, 
full  of  such  vigour  and  inspiration  that  they  dazzled 
him.  The  blacksmith  did  not  see  that  the  matter  ended 
there.  So  many  suggestions  beamed  out  from  him, 
finding  unfortunately  but  an  opaque  surface  in  which 
there  was  little  power   of  reflection,    that  Roger  felt 
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himself  suddenly   disconcerted   and   put  to   shame,   he 
could  not  tell  how. 

"Well,"  he  repeated,  still  with  impatience,  "it  is 
far  from  being  well;  the  fact  is,  the  disadvantages  are 
all  on  my  side.  It  is,  I  repeat,  a  beggar  to  whom  you 
are  going  to  give  your  daughter.  1  have  no  conceal 
ments  from  you,  Stanfield.  This  is  the  position  in 
which  my  father  leaves  me,  and  I  have  not  the  least 
hope  that  he  will  change  his  mind.  Indeed,"  said 
Roger,  hastily,  "I  will  not  ask  him.  You  know  some- 
thing of  Sir  Roger,  Stanfield.  I  have  a  repugnance  to 
mention  to  him  the  very  name  of  Agnes.  He  does  not 
understand  it.  That's  finished  and  at  an  end;  and  here 
am  I,  who  have  the  presumption  to  ask  her  to  marry 
me  upon  ninety  pounds  a  year?" 

"I  have  known  men  that  had  the  presumption  to 
marry  upon  what  was  a  deal  less  than  that  —  and  a 
deal  more,"  said  the  blacksmith;  "upon  their  willing 
hands  and  ready  head,  that  took  pride  in  working  for 
their  own.  In  our  condition  that's  the  common  capital, 
]\Ir.  Roger.  If  we  are  to  wait  for  allowances  and  money 
in  the  funds,  we  might  wait  all  our  lives.  It's  nature 
that  a  man  should  work  for  his  wife.  I  ask  no  more 
for  Agnes;  it  was  all  her  mother  had,  and  she  was 
content." 

"Ah!  yes,"  said  Roger,  bitterly;  "you  have  the 
use  of  your  hands  and  the  use  of  your  head,  and  it  is 
easy  to  talk.  But  what  is  the  good  of  us,  with  our 
training?  If  I  were  to  set  to  work,  I  could  not  earn 
as  much  as  your  apprentice  does.  The  use  of  good 
birth  and  what  is  called  good  education  in  England,  is 
that  a  man  is  good  for  nothing.    Stanfield,  if  you  were 

Agnes.   I.  11 


162  AGNES. 

as  young  as  I  am,  and  had  not  a  penny  nor  a  prospect 
of  one,  you  would  still  be  richer  than  me!" 

"That's  as  may  be,"  said  the  blacksmith,  to  whom 
this  implied  compliment  had,  as  was  natural,  a  little 
sweetened  the  disappointment  of  finding  the  young  man 
thus  resign  himself  to  his  utter  want  of  resource;  "that's 
as  may  be.  So  far  as  I  can  see  from  the  newspapers 
and  other  things  I  have  met  in  my  life,  the  men  of 
your  class  and  training  can  go  through  more  labour 
than  men  of  mine.  Not  at  the  anvil,  I  allow,"  said 
Stanfield,  with  his  gradual  deliberate  smile,  which 
lighted  up  all  his  face  by  degrees-,  "that's  not  to  be 
wished,  But  it's  harder  work  to  labour  with  the  brains 
than  with  the  hands." 

"Yes,"  said  the  impatient  young  man,  who  was 
not  at  present  disposed  to  take  kindly  to  any  suggestion, 
"when  a  man  has  brains  to  work  with.  Look  here, 
Stanfield;  you  know  most  things  a  great  deal  better 
than  I  do,  but  some  things  I  have  had  experience  of. 
I  have  seen  loads  of  men  leave  the  university  with 
honours  and  all  sorts  of  hopes,  and  then  come  to  a 
dead  stop;  they  had  not  a  penny,  no  more  than  one  of 
your  young  blacksmiths.  They  did  not  want  to  go 
into  the  Church  and  starve;  perhaps  they  hadn't  energy 
enough  to  make  slaves  of  themselves  at  the  bar.  What 
on  earth  were  they  to  do  ?  They  couldn't  go  into  trade, 
and  that  sort  of  thing,  you  know;  and  as  for  literature 
and  writing  for  the  papers,  that's  overstocked  already. 
They  might  hang  about  at  home,  or  they  might  go  out 
to  Australia;  but  even  there  your  blacksmith  would  do 
more  good  if  he  had  a  head  on  his  shoulders.  As  for 
you,  you've  got  the  use  of  your  hands;  for  us,  we  can't 
even  starve  with  a  good  gi*ace.     We'i'e  the  paupers  of 
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the  world,"  cried  Roger,  with  energy  quite  unnecessary. 
It  relieved  his  mind,  however,  to  deliver  himself  thus 
explicitly.  Meanwhile,  the  blacksmith  regarded  him 
with  that  smile  of  tolerant  incredulity  which  became  a 
man  of  steady  mind  and  much  experience  in  presence 
of  the  rhapsodies  of  youth. 

"You  would  have  me  believe,  then,  that  an  educa- 
tion is  the  worst  thing  a  young  man  can  have,"  he 
said-,  "I  cannot  give  into  that  at  tliis  precise  moment. 
I've  heard  say  that  real  training,  no  matter  what  kind 
it  was,  was  good  for  everything;  and,  to  tell  the  truth, 
that's  my  opinion.  If  a  young  man  learns  to  give  up 
his  pleasure  and  keep  steady,  even  if  it  were  but  at 
Greek  and  Latin,"  Stanfield  added,  with  a  sense  of 
apology  for  these  not  immediately  useful  branches  of 
education,  "it's  always  so  much  the  easier  for  him  to 
work  at  other  things.  That's  my  opinion,  Mr.  Tre- 
velyan.  But  I  grant  that  a  young  man  trained  up  to 
gi-eat  expectations  is  under  a  disadvantage,"  said  the 
blacksmith,  seriously,  and  then  he  stopped  short,  with 
the  air  of  a  man  who  has  come  to  a  grave  and  some- 
what unexpected  difficulty,  and  does  not  see  his  way 
through. 

Roger,  whose  senses  were  exasperated  into  unusual 
acuteness,  felt,  he  could  not  have  explained  how,  that 
the  father  of  Agnes  was  disappointed  —  not  in  the  least 
by  his  poverty,  but  by  himself;  but  by  this  time  he 
had  pretty  nearly  exhausted  his  ill-humour  and  ex- 
citement, and  walked  on  by  the  blacksmith's  side  with 
a  sense  of  depression,  calmed  down  and  a  little  over- 
awed, as  he  seldom  could  help  himself  from  being,  by 
the  moderation  and  good  sense  of  his  companion.  The 
first  part  of  the  conversation   took  place  in  the  yard, 
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where  tliey  were,  liowever,  too  mucli  inteiTiiptecl  by 
people  coming-  and  going  to  remain;  and  Roger  liad 
followed  passively  the  steps  of  Stanfield  across  the 
Green  and  down  a  quiet,  leafy  country  road,  leading 
to  some  of  the  substantial  houses  of  the  village,  where 
at  present  there  were  few  passengers.  The  conjunc- 
tion of  the  young  squire  and  the  blacksmith  had 
ceased  to  be  remarked  at  Windholm,  for  now  even  the 
first  outbreak  of  indignation  and  amazement  with 
which  the  news  of  Agnes  Stanfield's  great  match  had 
been  received  had  blown  over  a  little.  The  two  walked 
along  side  by  side,  Stanfield  lost  in  thought,  and  his 
young  companion  feeling  very  much  as  a  dependent 
youth  might  feel  who  was  waiting  for  his  patron's  de- 
cision upon  the  future  tenor  of  his  life. 

"Mr.  Trevelyan,"  said  the  blacksmith,  at  last,  "you 
and  me  must  understand  each  other.  You  are  in- 
dignant when  I  ask  you  if  your  mind  has  been  affected 
by  what  you  have  heard  from  home,  and  I  like  you 
all  the  better  for  your  indignation;  but  then  you  give 
me  to  understand,"  Stanfield  proceeded,  still  with  the 
utmost  gravity  and  kindness,  but  with  a  momentary  in- 
flection in  his  voice  which  his  susceptible  hearer  took 
for  contempt,  "that  a  man  with  ninety  pounds  a  year 
is  a  beggar,  and  that  a  man  with  your  training  is  good 
for  nothing,  and  not  to  be  expected  to  work  for  his 
family;  there  may  be  truth  in  all  you've  said  —  but 
what  is  to  be  drawn  from  it?  That  is  the  thing  most 
important  both  to  you  and  me." 

"I  was  coming  to  that,"  said  Roger,  with  rising  ir- 
ritation. "You  know  my  circumstances  as  well  as  I 
do.     My  wife  will  be  Lady  Trevelyan  one  day;   and 
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tlie  property,  tliougli  it  is  mortgaged,  is  considerable. 
We  shall  do  very  well  when " 

'Tour  father  dies?"  said  Stanfield,  with  a  certain 
reproof  in  his  voice. 

"Yes,"  said  Eoger,  hastily;  "if  my  father  was 
reasonable  and  showed  any  consideration,  I  should  not 
speak  so.  But,  nevertheless,  that  is  the  case;  and  in 
the  meantime  I  can  raise  a  little  money,  and  we  can 
go  abroad.  There  is  very  cheap  living  to  be  had  in 
Italy,  and  Agnes  could  have  masters  —  I  mean  could 
accustom  herself — I  mean  would  enjoy  seeing  Switzer- 
land and  Italy,  and  all  sorts  of  places.  That  is  the 
best  plan  I  can  form:  it  isn't  any  way  highflown,  as  if 
I  pretended  not  to  care  for  money,  or  pretended  to  be 
able  to  make  money ,  or  to  —  to  introduce  her  into 
society  immediately.  That  is  not  possible  with  so 
small  means.  I  mean  to  be  honest  with  you,  Stanfield, 
and  show  you  exactly  how  things  stand;  and  that  is 
the  best  plan  that  occurs  to  me." 

Stanfield  listened  to  the  whole  without  any  further 
remark.  He  did  not  spea^  even  when  Roger,  finding 
the  pause  embarrassing,  went  into  further  details.  It 
was  a  bitter  di-aught  which  he  had  to  swallow  just  at 
that  moment.  In  the  first  place,  to  have  his  child 
separated  from  him  at  once  and  definitively  —  that  he 
had  more  or  less  calculated  upon;  then  Agnes  could 
have  masters,  Agnes  could  accustom  herself  to  her  new 
condition  —  could,  in  short,  be  made  presentable  when 
her  young  husband  came  into  his  fortune;  she,  who 
was  to  Stanfield  in  her  present  simplicity  as  a  princess 
among  ordinary  women.  The  blacksmith  swallowed 
this  bitter  morsel  in  silence,  schooling  himself,  in  the 
tolerance  of  his  nature,  to  see  for  the  moment  with  the 
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eyes,  not  of  an  adoring  father,  Lut  witli  tliose  of  a 
husband  much  higher  in  social  condition,  who  naturally 
desired  that  his  wife  should  be,  not  only  by  nature  but 
by  education,  fit  for  her  future  rank.  He  did  not  trust 
himself  to  speak  until  in  his  great  reasonableness  he 
had  attained  entire  composure,  and  could  even  agree 
to  the  expediency  of  additional  instruction  for  his 
peerless  child;  and  then,  being  but  an  erring  man  like 
other  people,  Stanfield's  weakness  of  pride  came  into 
full  operation,  and  even  for  the  moment  relieved  his 
mind  from  that  sense  of  utter  disappointment  with  which 
he  had  listened  to  Roger's  plan  at  first. 

"Under  conditions  I  might  agree  to  it,"  he  said; 
"which  are,  first,  that  you  are  not  to  raise  money  in 
any  way  you  might  be  ashamed  of  afterwards.  I  will 
give  Agnes  five  hundred  pounds  on  her  wedding-day; 
it's  not  a  fortune,  but  it's  a  good  bit  of  money  to  spend 
on  an  excursion.  Take  her  abroad,  since  you've  set 
your  heart  upon  it,  and  show  her  all  the  places  that 
are  in  books.  I  want  no  cloud  upon  my  child's  hap- 
piness; but  after,  you'll  give  me  your  word  to  bring 
her  back.  I  do  not  say  I'll  settle  so  much  on  her,  or 
I'll  give  her  so  much,  but  come  back  when  you  have 
had  your  holiday,  and  tell  me  your  plans,  and  I'll  do 
my  best  to  make  them  possible.  I  have  only  her  in 
the  world,  and  I  have  something  laid  up  for  her.  If 
you  consent  to  this,  I  consent  to  the  marriage.  I  con- 
sent to  a  year's  holiday,  Mr.  Trevelyan;  and  then 
you'll  come  back  to  England,  and  once  more  we'll  talk 
over  your  plans,  you  and  me.  Life  teaches  a  young 
man  many  lessons,"  said  the  blacksmith;  "and  Agnes 
and  you  will  be  more  able  then  to  form  your  notions 
alike,  and  know  what  your  duties  are  together.     There 
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is   my  hand   on  the   bargain-,   if  you   are   pleased,   so 
am  I." 

And  Roger  couhl  do  nothing  but  give  his  hand 
and  his  consent.  To  be  sure,  it  would  have  been  more 
satisfactory  to  know  precisely  what  the  blacksmith  in- 
tended to  give  his  daughter;  and  there  was  something 
in  being  thus  sent  off  with  his  bride  and  five  hundred 
pounds  in  his  pocket  for  a  year's  holiday  which  was 
galling  to  the  young  man's  pride.  Still  it  was  so  much 
time  gained,  apart  from  any  contact  with  the  vulgar 
surroundings,  which  were  so  unfit  for  Roger  Tre- 
velyan's  wife;  and  no  one  could  tell  what  might  hap- 
pen in  a  year;  and  he  himself  was  at  his  wit's  end, 
and  saw  no  other  means  of  escape.  It  was  all  settled, 
when  the  young  lover  rushed  upstairs  three  steps  at  a 
time  to  find  Agnes,  in  all  the  triumph  and  delight  of 
an  expectant  bridegroom;  for,  at  all  events,  there  were 
no  complications  in  his  love,  though  there  were  many 
in  the  arrangements  of  his  opening  life.  Now,  these 
serious  questions  could  be  postponed  a  little  —  only 
love,  happiness,  and  satisfaction  were  to  be  in  this 
holiday  year. 
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Mrs.  Freke's  Advice. 

It  was  with  less  satisfaction,  however,  that  Roger 
replied  to  his  sister's  letter,  which  he  had  not  destroyed, 
like  Sir  Roger's.  He  kept  it  without  exactly  knowing 
why;  perhaps  to  prove  her  error  to  her,  when  his 
Agnes  had  made  a  triumphant  entry  into  society;  per- 
haps —  but  he  did  not  question  himself  too  closely} 
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and  Beatrice's   six  sheets  of  note-paper  had  only  this 
brusque  and  decisive  reply:  — 

"If  you  had  known  Agnes  I  could  never  have  for- 
given your  letter  —  but  you  don't  know  her;  and  that 
is  all  the  answer  I  make.  Your  arguments  would  be 
equally  applicable  to  an  angel  out  of  heaven,  if  matters 
could  be  changed,  and  the  sons  of  man  could  marry 
the  daughters  of  God.  I  think  my  Agnes  is  the 
princess  who  has  slept  a  hundred  years.  All  that  is 
best  in  the  world,  even  what  you  call  society,  belongs 
to  her  by  nature.  She  will  be  my  wife  in  about  three 
weeks,  I  hope,  and  then  we  are  going  to  Italy  for  a 
year's  happiness  before  we  enter  upon  more  serious 
life;  and,  to  show  you  a  little  the  kind  of  people  upon 
whom  you  decide  so  easily,  this  indulgence  is  the 
special  desire  of  her  good  father.  If  you  choose,  you 
may  inform  Sir  Roger  that  I  burnt  his  letter,  which  is 
the  only  response  I  could  make  consistent  with  any 
shadow  of  respect  on  my  side  to  the  name  of  father. 
You  will  learn  to  understand  better  some  day.  In  the 
meantime,  I  am  very  sorry  for  you  in  the  companion- 
ship you  have  been  forced  into  for  so  many  years; 
and  if  I  and  my  wife  can  be  of  use  to  you  in  the 
future,  I  have  no  doubt  that  she,  as  well  as  I,  will  be 
pleased. 

"Always  your  brother, 

"EOGER  TrEVELYAN." 

This  letter  was  written  in  the  presence  of  Agnes, 
which  may  account  for  its  elevation  of  tone.  She,  for 
her  part,  looked  very  wistfully  at  the  epistle,  thinking 
it  might  possibly  have  been  shown  to  her  before  it  was 
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finally  closed  up,  and  wondering  much  what  her  lover 
said  to  his  sister  about  herself.  It  chilled  Agnes  a 
little  to  see  that,  notwithstanding  her  inquiring  look, 
the  envelope  was  fastened  up  without  any  reference 
to  her.  It  was  nearly  the  first  jar  of  complicated 
sentiment  she  had  felt.  Was  it  that  there  was  never 
to  be  any  communication  between  her  and  Roger's 
nearest  relatives?  Was  it  that  Miss  Trevelyan  had 
written  of  her  in  a  way  which  Roger  did  not  wish  to 
meet  her  eyes?  She  began  to  think,  and  the  beatific 
mist  of  happiness  began  to  lift  a  little  from  the  sur- 
rounding landscape.  Roger,  it  is  true,  did  not  talk 
much  of  this  unknown  sister;  but  Agnes,  with  a 
womanly  longing  after  the  other  woman  who  was 
nearest  by  blood  and  nature  to  her  lover,  had  given 
many  a  wistful  thought  to  Miss  Trevelyan,  and  asked 
more  questions  about  her  than  Roger  was  able  to 
answer.  Perhaps  Beatrice  "objected,"  like  Sir  Roger; 
perhaps  she,  though  a  woman,  did  not  believe  in  love 
any  more  than  he  did;  perhaps  the  sister  had  selected 
some  impossible  beauty,  remote  and  magnificent,  for 
her  brother;  and  at  this  idea  the  heart  of  Agnes  failed 
her  a  little.  All  at  once  it  occurred  to  her,  that  in  the 
bright  world  to  whicli  he  was  about  to  take  her,  there 
might  be  some  one  fairer,  much  more  perfect  than  she, 
who,  but  for  her,  would  have  been  Roger's  wife,  to 
the  satisfaction  of  all  his  friends.  This  thought  bore 
more  and  more  heavily  upon  her  the  longer  she  kept 
it  in  her  mind,  and  from  thence  there  sprang  a  new 
tenderness  deeper  and  more  delicate  even  than  that 
first  love  of  youth  which  she  had  given  to  him  almost 
without  knowing  it.  He  was  about  to  sacrifice  himself 
for  her.     The  pride  which  could  not  accept  a  sacrifice 
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—  tlie  idea  of  self-assertion  did  not  occur  to  Agnes. 
She  had  too  little  self-regard  to  make  possible  those 
stinging  suggestions  of  amour  propre  which  are  natural 
to  minds  of  a  lower  order.  She  thought  humbly  of 
herself,  poor  child,  highly  of  him  —  all  the  more 
highly,  as  it  began  to  dawn  upon  her,  that  for  pure 
love  her  lover  was  capable  of  forfeiting  distinctions  and 
comforts  known  to  her  only  in  the  vague  splendours 
of  imagination.  The  tears  came  to  her  eyes,  but  they 
were  sweet  tears.  That  he  loved  her  enough  to  sacrifice 
the  prejudices  of  his  rank  for  her,  was  only  one  part 
of  that  bewildering  yet  subduing  happiness;  the  great 
thing  was  that  her  Roger  was  one  of  the  men  who, 
for  love  and  truth,  are  capable  of  sacrificing  all 
things.  Such  was  the  visionary  conclusion  to  which 
the  visionary  girl  came  in  her  innocence. 

As  for  Agnes  herself,  she  counted  as  next  to 
nothing  in  the  transaction;  for  she  was  possessed  by 
that  profoundest  humility  of  disposition  which  does  not 
recognise  itself  as  humbleness,  which  springs  from  a 
temper  of  unbounded  generosity,  capable  of  giving  all 
in  its  own  person,  and  setting  the  goodness  of  others 
entirely  to  their  credit,  as  pure  bounty,  which  she  had 
never  deserved,  yet  had  a  heart  to  receive  largely  and 
gratefully,  to  the  honour  of  the  giver.  Such  was  the 
manner  in  which  she  received  for  the  first  time,  as  an 
actual  conception  of  her  own,  this  sense  of  difi'erence 
between  Roger  and  herself,  and  sacrifice  on  his  part. 
When  she  went  out  in  the  afternoon  about  some 
ordinary  business,  her  very  steps  seemed  to  shape 
themselves  unconsciously  to  some  great  strain  of  music 
with  which  the  whole  world  was  thrilling;  for  naturally  all 
the  world  had  grown  harmonious  to  her,  for  Roger's  sake. 
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This  was  lier  state  of  mind  when  it  happened  to 
her  to  encounter  Mrs.  Freke,  the  wife  of  the  Vicar, 
who  had  always  taken  an  interest  in  Agnes.  This 
g'ood  woman  had  no  chiklren  of  her  own,  and  con- 
sequently had  ceased  to  be  quite  au  courant  with  the 
ideas  of  youth-,  and,  at  the  same  time,  she  had  the 
proper  prejudices  of  a  gentlewoman,  and  had  been 
sufficiently  shocked  by  the  extraordinary  marriage 
which  Eoger  Trevelyan  was  about  to  make,  to  be 
driven  into  a  somewhat  severe  judgment  of  Agnes, 
notwithstanding  her  old  interest  in  the  blacksmith's 
pretty  daughter.  "Little  artful  thing!"  Mrs.  Freke 
said,  notwithstanding  her  perfect  consciousness  that 
Agnes  was,  of  all  the  girls  in  the  village,  the  one 
least  skilled  in  feminine  wiles  and  artifices.  When 
she  saw  the  unconscious  victim  approaching  her,  the 
Vicar's  wife  pounced  across  the  road  much  as  a  furious 
cat  might  pounce  upon  the  welcome  but  unexpected 
mouseling,  which  suddenly  disturbed  her  meditations. 
"Just  the  very  person  I  wanted  to  see,"  said  Mrs. 
Freke.  "How  do  you  do,  Agnes?  I  am  going  to 
see  poor  Mrs.  Holden's  baby,  and,  if  you  will  walk 
with  me  part  of  the  way,  I  shall  like  it  so  much.  I 
want  to  talk  to  you,  you  know.  I  almost  wonder  you 
did  not  think  of  coming  up  to  the  Vicarage  when  all 
this  happened,  to  ask  my  advice.  I  am  always  glad 
when  young  people  in  the  parish  treat  me  as  a  friend; 
and  you  know  I  have  always  taken  such  a  great 
interest  in  yow." 

"Thank  you,"  said  Agnes.  She  was  rather  vexed 
to  be  disturbed  in  her  own  thoughts,  and  to  have  the 
music  of  the  spheres  suddenly  broken  up  and  put  out 
of  tune  by  this  individual  voice;  but  she  turned  duti- 
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fully  all  the  same,  and  went  softly  in  the  opposite 
direction  by  her  new  companion's  side. 

"And  you  have  no  mother,  poor  thing!"  Mrs. 
Freke  continued.  "I  am  always  so  sorry  for  a  girl 
who  has  no  mother.  A  man  may  be  everything  that 
is  good  and  kind,  but  he  never  understands  like  a 
woman.  If  your  mother  had  been  living,  Agnes,  or 
even  if  you  had  come  up  to  the  Vicarage,  as  you 
might  have  done,  to  ask  my  advice,  I  don't  think  that 
things  would  ever  have  gone  so  far." 

Agnes  lifted  her  eyes  with  a  look  of  inquiry  to 
the  face  of  her  adviser,  startled  a  little,  and  wondering 
what  she  could  mean.  It  was  not  the  first  time  that 
Mrs.  Freke  had  found  out  that  the  blacksmith's  daughter 
had  beautiful  eyes;  for  the  beauty  of  Agnes,  Vv^hich  was 
beauty  utterly  unconscious  and  unthoaghtful  of  itself, 
was  of  a  kind  which  is  always  admired  by  women  •,  but 
for  the  first  time  the  Vicar's  wife  was  in  her  turn  a 
little  startled  by  the  disturbed  look,  by  a  momentary 
perception  that,  perhaps  after  all,  those  clear  sweet 
eyes  had  a  faculty  of  seeing,  deeper  and  farther  than 
her  own.  But  she  was  old  enough  to  be  Agnes's 
mother,  and  recovered  herself  at  once. 

"Yes,  my  dear,"  she  continued,  with  the  slightest 
possible  severity  of  tone,  "I  feel  sure,  if  you  had  had 
a  woman  to  advise  you,  that  this  would  not  have 
happened.  I  daresay  you  think  I  am  very  cruel  to  say 
so,  and  I  daresay  you  think  it's  very  fine  to  be  married 
to  a  gentleman  — " 

"Mrs.  Freke,  what  do  you  mean?"  said  Agnes. 

"Just  what  I  say,  my  dear,"  said  the  Vicar's  wife, 
"what  all  the  parish  is  saying.  No  doubt  it  is  a  great 
thing  for  a  girl  like  you  to  secure  Sir  Koger  Trevelyan's 
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son;  but  I  have  always  given  you  credit  for  being  a 
sensible  girl,  Agnes  Stanfield;  and  I  think,  if  it  had 
been  put  before  you  in  the  right  way,  you  would  have 
seen  that  it  is  not  nearly  so  fine  a  thing  as  it  appears. 
Will  you  listen  to  me  without  darting  off  in  a  pet,  if  I 
show  you  all  that  is  on  the  other  side?  I  have  always 
taken  a  great  interest  in  you,  and  what  I  say  is  entirely 
for  your  good.     Will  you  listen  to  me?" 

"Surely,"  said  Agnes,  softly,  half  under  her  breath. 
She  had  a  little  of  her  father's  tolerant  nature,  but 
only  a  little,  being  no  more  than  twenty  years  old,  and 
a  woman ;  and  this  unexpected  blow  struck  her  as  cruel. 
She  would  not  let  her  mentor  go  on  without  a  word 
of  self-defence.  "I  have  never  thought  of  it  being  a 
fine  thing,"  she  said,  faltering.  "That  has  nothing  to 
do  with  it.     It  was  simply  —  I  — Mr.  Trevelyan  — " 

"Oh  yes,  I  understand  quite  well,"  said  Mrs. Freke. 
"I  don't  doubt  in  the  least  that  you  both  think  you 
are  in  love  with  each  other;  but  listen  to  me,  Agnes. 
When  a  man  is  once  secured  and  engaged,  you  know, 
it's  against  his  honour  to  draw  back;  but  it  is  different 
with  a  woman.  Now,  please,  just  listen  to  me  a  little, 
and  don't  interrupt.  Heaven  knows  I  only  speak  for 
your  good.  It  is  always  the  easiest  way  not  to  inter- 
fere; but  when  a  girl  is  motherless,  I  always  feel  that 
it's  my  duty  to  advise  her  for  her  good,  and  if  this 
marriage  was  to  turn  out  unhappily,  I  never  would 
forgive  myself  for  not  setting  matters  before  yoa  in 
their  true  light." 

All  this  sudden  light  of  unlooked-for  revelation 
burst  upon  Agnes  as  she  walked  at  a  somewhat  un- 
certain pace  by  Mrs.  Freke's  side  along  the  long  village 
street,    which    had    the    green   on    one   side,    and   the 
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ordinary  population  and  occupations  of  Windliolm  on 
tte  other.  This  pace  was  uncertain,  insomuch  that 
Agnes,  the  younger  and  humbler  of  the  two,  had 
constantly  to  step  aside  and  trip  out  of  the  way  to  let 
other  people  pass,  thus  interrupting  much  the  important 
communication  which  was  being  addressed  to  her.  All 
this,  perhaps,  diminished  a  little  the  solemnity  of  the 
counsel,  but  it  did  not  lessen  the  effects  of  the  sug- 
gestion thus  conveyed  to  her  mind.  And  now  that  her 
tranquillity  was  thoroughly  disturbed,  she  was  anxious 
to  hear  it  all  out. 

"Perhaps  you  would  come  in  and  tell  me  the  rest," 
she  said,  pausing  as  they  passed  her  father's  door. 

"No,  my  dear,  I  cannot  possibly  go  in;  but  come 
to  Mattock  Lane  with  me,  it  is  quite  quiet  there,"  said 
Mrs.  Freke,  crossing  the  same  road  to  which  the  black- 
smith and  the  young  squire  had  betaken  themselves  for 
their  consultation  a  few  days  before.  It  did  not  occur 
to  her  that  what  she  had  said  and  was  about  to  say 
was  of  an  agitating  character,  and  that  had  Agnes  been 
the  daughter  of  the  Vicar  instead  of  the  blacksmith, 
such  an  admonition  would  have  been  given  to  her  in 
the  most  sheltered  retirement,  where  the  young  lady 
would  have  had  full  latitude  to  weep  or  faint  or  re- 
monstrate, as  might  be  most  agTceable  to  her.  Agnes 
Stanfield  was  of  a  different  order,  and  did  not  require 
these  precautions',  so  Mrs.  Freke  quickened  her  pace, 
and  led  her  victim  without  any  compunctions  into  the 
quiet  of  Mattock  Lane. 

"My  dear,"  she  said,  "I  want  to  set  it  all  before 
you  in  its  true  light.  If  it  had  been  one  of  the  young 
ladies  at  the  Cedars,  who  was  in  your  position,  I  should 
have  been  tempted  to  say  almost  the  same  thing;  but 
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witli  you,  Agnes,  there  need  be  no  pretences.  I  don't 
deny  that  yon  are  justified  in  regarding  it  as  a  very 
great  match.  It  may  well  turn  the  head  of  a  girl  like 
you,  to  think  that  you  may  one  day  be  Lady  Trevelyan, 
and  lady  of  the  manor  here  at  Windholm,  where  you 
have  been  brought  up  so  humbly.  But,  Agnes,  though 
you  think  it  so  grand  — " 

Agnes  made  a  little  clutch  at  her  companion's  sleeve, 
in  the  impulse  of  passionate  and  indignant  vexation, 
which  almost  prevented  her  from  speaking.  "Why  do 
you  repeat  fliat^  when  I  tell  you  no?"  she  cried;  "I 
don't  think  anything  about  grandeur  —  I  would  rather 
a  thousand  times  he  was  like  my  father,"  cried  Agnes, 
in  the  tumult  of  her  thoughts;  and  then  her  candid 
heart  checked  her  and  her  hand  dropped  from  Mrs. 
Freke's  sleeve;  for,  after  all,  she  would  not  have  pre- 
ferred her  lover  to  be  like  her  father.  Had  he  been 
like  her  father,  he  could  not  have  been  Roger  Tre- 
velyan; for  the  atmosphere  of  vague  superiority  which 
surrounded  him  had  become  in  her  eyes  part  of  himself. 
Therefore  she  stopped  short  visibly,  and  her  adviser 
took  advantage  of  the  pause. 

"My  dear,  listen  to  me.  I  allow  it  is  very  tempting 
to  a  young  creature  like  you  to  have  all  that  offered 
to  you;  but  there  is  a  great  deal  to  be  said  on  the 
other  side.  In  the  first  place,  Mr.  Trevelyan,  if  he 
marries  you,  will  not  receive  another  penny  from  Sir 
Roger  as  long  as  he  lives  —  so  that  you  will  begin 
life  as  poor  a  young  couple  as  could  be  found  any- 
where; and  poverty  in  your  present  condition  of  life, 
my  poor  child,  is  a  very  different  thing  from  the 
poverty  of  a  gentleman,  who  has  a  position  and  appear- 
ance to  keep  up.    Then  in  the  second  place,"  continued 
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Mrs.  Freke,  wlio  had  been  copying  out  a  sermon  for 
her  husband  only  that  morning,  and  had  the  pro- 
fessional style  still  hanging  about  her,  "instead  of  being 
petted  and  thought  a  great  deal  of,  as  you  are  at  home, 
you  will  be  entirely  disowned  and  rejected  by  the 
family,  Miss  Trevelyan,  I  am  sure,  will  never  take  the 
least  notice  of  you ,  Agnes ,  nor  any  of  the  other  rela- 
tions; and  wherever  you  go  you  will  find  that  people 
are  sorry  for  your  husband  for  having  married  you, 
and  look  at  you  with  unfriendly  eyes  for  having  in- 
veigled him  into  it.  I  don't  mean  that  I  think  so 
myself,  my  dear,  but  that  is  always  how  such  things 
are  regarded  in  the  world.  Then  you  will  find  your- 
self among  people  whom  you  cannot  understand,  and 
who  cannot  understand  you;  and  they  will  find  signs 
of  low-breeding  in  everything  you  do  and  say,  and  in 
everything  you  don't  do  and  say.  Here  everybody  is 
fond  of  you  and  jDroud  of  you,  for  you  are  a  very  good 
girl,  my  dear,  and  a  very  superior  girl,  for  your  station 
in  life;  I  don't  hesitate  to  say  so,  because  it  is  your 
due,"  added  the  Vicar's  wife,  authoritatively,  "and  you 
have  too  much  sense  to  be  vain  about  it;  but  when 
you  are  married  everything  will  be  quite  different. 
You  have  no  idea,  brought  up  as  you  have  been,  how 
miserable  a  few  fine  ladies  could  make  you;  and  then 
they  would  all  take  to  pitying  your  husband;  and  per- 
haps —  for  there's  no  calculating  on  men  —  he  might 
be  brought  to  pity  himself,  and  to  repent  — " 

"No  more,  please,"  said  Agnes,  who  felt  like  a 
stupefied  traveller  caught  in  a  sudden  storm  —  the 
cruel  words  seemed  to  beat  about  her  ears  like  hail, 
leaving  their  impression  on  her  everywhere,  but  scarcely 
at  this  moment  conveying  anything^  but  a  vague  general 
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meaning  to  lier  mind.  "No  more,  please,"  said  Agnes, 
with  a  voice  which  did  not  seem  to  come  from  her 
throat,  but  rather  from  the  stunned  heart  thus  suddenly- 
driven  into  a  corner.  She  went  on  mechanically  by 
her  companion's  side,  even  though,  struck  by  compunc- 
tion and  remorse,  Mrs.  Freke  had  ceased  to  speak. 
They  were  still  keeping  the  path  which  led  past  the  long 
garden- wall  of  the  Cedars;  and  it  was  the  sound  of 
merriment  going  on  within,  the  laughter  of  the  Miss 
Foxes  over  their  game  of  croquet,  rather  than  any 
reflection  of  her  own,  which  awoke  Agnes  to  a  sense 
that  the  voice  by  her  side  had  ceased.  Then  she  came 
to  herself  a  little.  "If  you  have  said  all  you  have  to 
say  to  me,  I  will  go  home,"  she  said  to  her  mentor. 
"My  father  does  not  like  me  to  be  out  when  he  comes 
in  to  tea." 

The  Vicar's  wife  turned  with  her  victim  and  took 
her  hand.  "You  must  not  be  angry  with  me,  my  dear," 
she  said;  "I  meant  it  all  for  your  good,  every  word 
I  have  said,  Agnes.    You  must  not  be  angry  with  me." 

"No,"  said  Agnes,  with  the  courtesy  her  father 
had  reared  her  in  —  "no,  I  am  sure  you  mean  it  all 
for  good.  Thank  you,  good-bye!  Just  now,  I  don't 
quite  know  what  more  to  say." 

"Good-bye,  my  dear.  I  hope  you  will  think  it  all 
over;  and,  indeed,  you  must  not  think  me  cruel,"  said 
]VIrs.  Freke,  accompanying  her  back  a  few  steps  in 
her  remorse.  "If  it  had  been  any  one  else  but  you, 
who  have  so  much  right  feeling  —  but  you  must  not 
be  angry  with  me." 

Agnes  gave  her  a  smile  of  long-suffering  polite- 
ness, as  her  only  answer  to  this  petition.  Polite- 
ness itself,  even  when  it  attains  that  climax  of  con- 
Aijiies.  I.  12 
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si  deration  for  tlie  feelings  of  others ,  which  was  William 
Stanfield's  ideal  of  "good  manners,"  cannot  force  words 
to  lips  unable  to  pronounce  them;  but  she  could 
manage  to  smile  until  she  had  turned  her  back  upon 
her  counsellor,  and  was  alone  with  her  own  heart  and 
that  world  which  had  all  crumbled  to  pieces  under  her 
feet,  amid  the  calm  domestic  surroundings  of  Mattock 
Lane.  As  she  went  home,  the  mist  and  dust  of  this 
great  demolition  cleared  off  a  little,  and  she  began  to 
understand  what  had  been  said.  Agnes  was  her  father's 
daughter,  nothwithstanding  the  difference  which  her 
womanhood  and  her  youth  made  between  them.  She 
could  not  take  refuge  in  anger,  or  in  the  thought  that 
her  well-meaning  adviser  was  her  enemy,  as  most  young 
women  in  her  circumstances  would  have  done.  She 
was  compelled  by  mere  force  of  her  nature  to  consider 
what  had  been  said,  without  question  of  motive  or 
thought  of  falsehood;  and  it  was  enough  to  strike  any 
one  dumb  to  see  the  entire  world  of  imagination,  of 
anticipation,  overturned  in  a  moment,  and  lying  crum- 
bling and  smoking  at  her  feet. 

Now,  however,  that  she  had  been  thus  rudely 
awakened,  it  seemed  impossible  to  believe  that  a  dream 
so  profound  and  undisturbed  could  ever  have  possessed 
her.  She  could  not  even  tell  what  foundation  it  was 
on  which  she  had  built  that  impossible  idyl  of  love 
and  life  —  for  even  now,  when  her  eyes  were  opened, 
Agnes  felt  to  the  bottom  of  her  heart  that  the  looks  of 
Koger  were  not  always  idyllic,  but  had  been  crossed 
by  dark  enough  shadows  even  in  these  sunshiny  days. 
Yet  she,  like  every  one  else,  like  Koger  himself  — 
though,  perhaps,  he  did  it  after  a  different  fashion  - — 
like  all  of  us,  in  our  day,  had  been  regarding  that  life 
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of  two  —  tliat  existence  wliicli  Lay  on  the  other  side 
across  the  golden  strand  of  marriage,  as,  at  last,  the 
impossible  life  about  to  commence,  and,  once  for  all, 
to  be  realized  and  made  visible  among  men;  and  it 
was  this,  and  not  a  village  girl's  elation  at  marrying 
"a  gentleman,"  which  had  been  in  Agnes's  thoughts. 
Now,  was  it  that  her  friend,  who  did  it  all  for  her 
good,  had  washed  the  fairy  chrism  out  of  the  girl's 
eyes  at  once  and  for  ever?  She  who  had  rejoiced  to 
see  in  her  lover  the  generous  nobleness  of  a  man  who 
preferred  love  to  self-interest,  was  it,  on  the  contrary, 
she  who  was  dragging  him  down,  who  was  doomed  to 
drag  him  down  all  the  days  of  her  life?  to  make  him 
pitied  by  his  equals,  abandoned  by  his  friends  —  to 
reduce  him  to  poverty  in  the  first  place,  and  to  shame 
afterwards,  when  all  the  great  ladies,  as  Mrs.  Freke 
said,  would  look  contemptuously  on  his  low-bred  wife? 
Agnes's  heart  swelled  as  if  it  would  have  burst,  and 
then  the  strength  as  of  a  giant  came  into  her  delicate 
frame.  Suddenly  she  felt  within  herself  a  sense  of 
power  such  as  sometimes,  bought  with  many  pangs, 
reassures  the  soul  in  a  moment  of  suffering.  She,  at 
least,  could  make  all  sacrifices,  could  endure  all  things, 
could  suffer  in  his  stead-,  and  it  was  with  this  thought, 
that  through  the  ruins  of  the  world,  and  encompassed 
by  the  mist  and  dust  of  the  earthquake,  Agnes  went, 
like  all  the  others,  to  see  her  father,  and  hear  what  he 
had  to  say. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

Her  Share. 


It  was  late,  and  the  men  were  leaving  tlie  forge 
when  Agnes  entered  under  the  archway.  The  black- 
smith himself  stood  at  the  smithy-door  ready  to  lock 
it  up,  and  enter  the  house  as  usual.  When  he  saw 
his  daughter  coming  across  the  yard,  the  slow  light 
that  came  gradually  over  his  face  like  a  sun-rising  woke 
in  his  broad  brown  eyes. 

"Where  have  you  been,  little  one?"  he  said;  and 
it  was  not  until  after  he  had  asked  the  question  that 
he  saw  any  traces  of  unusual  emotion  in  his  daughter's 
looks. 

"I  don't  quite  know  where  I  have  been,  father," 
said  Agnes;  and  she  came  in  and  sat  down,  with  a 
look  of  weariness,  on  a  little  bench  just  inside  the 
door;  and  then  a  smile,  which  looked  like  a  reflection 
from  his  own,  came  over  her  face.  "I  want  your  ad- 
vice," she  said;  "I  seem  to  have  lost  my  way  some- 
how; father,  I  want  you  to  tell  me  what  to  do." 

The  blacksmith  felt  his  heart  stir  in  his  breast  with 
a  strange  mixture  of  fear  and  hope,  but  he  would  not 
let  any  sign  of  his  roused  expectation  appear  in  his 
face. 

"Many  a  one  comes  here  on  the  same  errand,"  he 
said;  "but  it  is  new  for  you,  little  one,  to  ask  advice 
—  it  is  odd  to  hear  such  words  out  of  your  lips.  I 
suppose  it's  because  I've  been  used  to  tell  yoa  what  to 
do  without  asking,"  said  the  strong  man,  who  was 
moved  to  weakness  by  the  thought;  and  he  put  his 
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liand  upon  her  liead  and  caressed  and  smootlied  down, 
almost  without  knowing  it,  her  beautiful  hair. 

"Yes,"  said  Agnes,  with  her  eyes  fixed  upon  her  hat, 
which  she  had  in  her  hand;  "butnoAv  it  is  time  for  me  to 
take  the  responsibility  on  myself,  father.  I  am  old  enough. 
I  want  to  ask  you  something.  It  is  about  —  and  yet  it 
is  not  altogether  about  —  Mr.  Trevelyan."  She  raised 
her  eyes  when  she  uttered  Roger's  name,  and  looked 
her  father  in  the  face  without  flinching.  Her  colour 
rose  a  little,  but  only  a  little.  It  was  not  the  moment 
either  for  tears  or  blushes.  Most  people  who  came  to 
Stanfield  for  advice  came  with  an  eager  desire  to  be 
advised  to  take  their  own  way;  but  Agnes  meant  to 
know  what  was  right  without  any  immediate  reference 
either  to  the  cause  or  to  the  issue.  She  put  dow^n  her 
hat  on  her  knee,  and  kept  her  eyes  steadfastly  on  her 
father's  face.  They  were  putting  a  still  more  effectual, 
still  more  earnest  question  —  reading  the  answer  by 
anticipation ,  while  still  her  lips  had  not  finished  asking. 
"I  want  you  to  tell  me,"  she  went  on,  "what  is  the 
truth  about  unequal  marriages.  When  there  is  a  great 
difference  between  two  people,  is  it  true  that  they  are 
not  happy?  I  mean,  when  it  is  the  woman  who  is 
the  inferior.  But  then,"  said  Agnes,  changing  into  the 
argument  that  struck  her,  "in  books  it  is  always  said 
that  the  woman  is  best  to  be  a  little  inferior.  I  do  not 
understand  it  myself.  I  don't  see  why  it  should  make 
a  difference.  I  want  you  to  tell  me  exactly  what  you 
think." 

"My  little  one,"  said  Stanfield,  more  and  more 
moved  as  he  looked  at  her,  "who  has  been  talking  this 
cruel  stuff  to  you?" 

"Oh,  never  mind,"  said  Agnes,  "that  does  not  mat- 
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ter;  the  only  thing  of  any  importance  is  to  know  whether 
it  is  true." 

And  then  the  two,  who  were  so  like  each  other, 
and  yet  so  unlike,  paused  mutually,  looking  at  each 
other;  for  Stanfield  this  time  felt  his  election  as  uni- 
versal counsellor  too  much  for  him.  It  is  hard  for  a 
man  to  be  called  upon  to  enlighten  his  own  child,  espe- 
cially when  her  happiness,  or  what  she  considers  her 
happiness,  is  at  stake. 

"Because,"  said  Agnes,  who  was  still  in  the  first 
disturbed  and  argumentative  stage  of  her  new  light, 
"I  don't  see  how  it  should  be  so.  I  suppose  my  mo- 
ther did  not  think  herself  or  any  one  else  in  the  world 
your  equal,  father;  she  would  not  have  been  happy  if 
she  had.  She  must  have  believed  you  the  best  and 
highest  in  the  world.  To  be  sure  she  was  right,"  the 
girl  continued,  following  out  her  own  thread  of  thought 
by  an  illustration  most  natural,  yet  which  went  to  her 
father's  heart-,  "but  when  that  was  the  case,  what  did 
it  matter  which  was  the  richest?  Rich  or  poor  could 
make  no  difference.  She  could  not  have  been  happy," 
said  Agnes,  fixing  her  eyes  on  her  father's  face  as  if 
appealing  to  him  for  the  truth  of  what  she  said,  "if  she 
had  not  known  that  there  was  no  one  else  equal  to 
you-" 

"Stop,  little  one,  stop  —  don't  speak  like  that  to 
me,"  said  the  father,  from  whom  all  power  of  remon- 
strance or  reasoning  had  been  taken  by  this  unexpected 
address;  "your  mother  was  different  — " 

"No,"  said  Agnes,  "I  did  not  know  her,  it  is  true; 
and  yet  you  may  be  sure  I  do  know  her,  for  was  not 
I  her  only  child?  God  is  not  so  hard  upon  people  as 
he  seems,"  said  the  young  philosopher.     "I  have  felt 
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often  that  tliouglits  came  to  me  when  I  was  alone  with- 
out my  knowing-  it  —  and  who  coukl  bring  them  but 
my  mother?  She  knew  you  were  better  than  all  the 
rest.  If  you  had  been  a  duke,  I  do  not  see  what  dif- 
ference it  could  have  made;  for  do  you  not  see,  father, 
if  you  had  not  been  more  than  a  duke,  more  than  a 
king,  the  man  that  was  best  in  the  world,  she  never 
could  have  been  so  happy,  and  after  that,  what  did  it 
matter  what  you  were?" 

All  this  Agnes  uttered  with  calmness,  as  if  it  were 
a  perfectly  stable  and  effectual  argument,  and  one 
which  must  be  as  clear  to  the  candour  of  her  hearer  as 
to  herself;  while  through  all  there  was  such  an  in- 
ference of  the  character  of  her  own  love  and  expecta- 
tions as  smote  her  father  to  the  heart. 

"Agnes,"  he  said,  "your  mother  was  not  like  you. 
May'be  I'm  too  partial  to  my  child;  but  if  it  was  in 
her  to  be  like  you,  she  never  lived  to  open  it  up.  She 
looked  up  to  me,  as  was  natural;  but  I  was  young 
then,  and  no  wiser  than  my  neighbovirs.  Hush!  little 
one.  Tell  me,  are  you  going  into  life  with  that  thought 
in  your  mind?  I  don't  say  but  there  may  be  great  un- 
happiness  in  unequal  marriages ,  but  there  is  no  in- 
equality so  great  as  to  have  in  your  heart  an  idea  like 
that,  and  then  to  wake  up  and  find  yourself  sitting 
opposite  an  ordinary  man." 

Agnes  smiled,  and  a  faint,  sweet  colour  flushed  for 
a  moment  over  her  features,  like  the  reflection  of  some 
passing  light. 

"You  know  most  things  better  than  I  do,"  she  said 
—  "almost  everything,  —  father  —  only  not  one  thing; 
I  know  that  best." 

William  Stanfield  stood  in  despair  before  his  child, 
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who  liad  come  to  consult  liim  on  the  grand  decision  of 
her  life.  She  was  disturbed  and  anxious  at  the  present 
moment  about  circumstances  which  gave  him  compara- 
tively little  anxiety,  but  she  was  altogether  confident 
and  secure  on  the  other  hand  about  the  chief  matter  of 
all  —  the  question  which  caused  him  more  inquietude 
than  anything  else  in  his  life.  And  it  was  evidently 
vain  to  attempt  to  convince  Agnes  that  Eoger  Trevelyan 
was  not,  as  she  said  in  her  shy  romance,  embodying 
herself  in  her  mother,  the  man  that  was  best  in  the 
world. 

"When  you  put  limits  to  me,  it  shows  you  have  no 
such  great  faith  in  me,"  said  the  blacksmith,  smiling, 
with  all  his  heart  in  his  eyes.  "When  folks  come  here 
in  a  general  way,  they  take  for  granted  I'm  good  for 
everything  —  and  at  the  worst,  I'm  never  so  stupid 
but  what  I  can  understand  what  they  want  me  to  say; 
but  you,  little  one,  I'm  at  a  loss  with  you.  I've  told 
you  the  kind  of  inequality  I'm  most  afeard  of;  when 
one,  be  it  man  or  woman,  builds  up  an  image  in  their 
mind  of  another  human  creature  and  kneels  down  be- 
fore it;  and  the  rains  descend  and  the  winds  blow,  like 
in  the  Bible,  and  the  image  falls  to  pieces  —  that's  the 
kind  of  inequality  that  troubles  me." 

"Yes,"  said  Agnes,  softly,  "but  that  is  not  what  I 
asked  you  about."  And  then  there  was  another  pause, 
for  just  then  Agnes's  mind  came  to  the  end  of  the 
argumentative  phase,  and  plunged  at  once  into  the 
darkness  of  doubt  and  disquietude.  "If  it  was  to  make 
a  man  be  given  up  by  his  friends  and  pitied  by  every 
body  that  knew  him  —  if  it  was  to  take  away  all  he 
had  and  give  him  nothing,  or  so  little,  in  return  — 
father,  what  would  it  be  a  woman's  duty  to  do?" 
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When  slie  had  said  these  words  Agnes  did  what  an 
honest  seeker  of  counsel  does  so  often  —  she  fore- 
stalled the  advice  she  asked  and  convinced  herself  with- 
out waiting'  for  it;  and  having  done  so  found  it  impos- 
sible to  attend  to  the  answer  she  demanded,  and  buried 
her  face  in  her  hands. 

"A  woman  who  is  strong  enough  for  such  a  thought 
would  be  strong  enough  to  bear  whatever  there  was  to 
bear,"  said  the  blacksmith-,  but  after  that  his  lips  were 
closed  —  he  could  not  tell  how.  He  could  advise 
others  —  he  could  not  advise  his  child.  The  respon- 
sibility was  too  great,  the  issue  too  momentous.  He 
cleared  his  throat  again  and  again,  and  essayed  to 
speak-,  but  it  was  all  useless.  It  was  the  first  of  all 
the  conferences  he  had  had  on  this  subject  in  which 
his  heart  and  power  failed  him.  It  is  true  he  had 
yielded  to  Eoger  Trevelyan,  but  he  had  done  it  volun- 
tarily, because  the  one  great  argument  -in  his  favour, 
the  happiness  of  Agnes,  was  stronger  than  all  the 
arguments  that  could  be  advanced  against  him.  But 
with  Agnes  herself  Stanfield  lost  his  faculty  altogether. 
He  stood  looking  at  her  with  the  grieved  and  conscious 
impotence  of  a  love  which  would  willingly  have  borne 
any  tortures  in  the  world  rather  than  harm  "a  hair  of 
her  head."  But  he  could  not  guide  his  daughter 
through  this  hard  passage.  And  besides,  she  had  es- 
caped from  him  and  was  fighting  her  battle  by  herself, 
shut  up  within  herself,  with  her  hair  drooping  over  the 
small  hands  in  which  her  face  was  hidden.  Stanfield 
stood  by  watching  the  struggle  with  unspeakable 
anxiety,  yet  as  helpless  as  the  most  ordinary  and  dull 
of  men.  And  as  for  Agnes,  she  had  forgotten  the 
question  she  asked,  and  was  herself  resolving  her  diffi- 
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culty  as  if  it  had  been  at  the  sword's  point.  Such 
moments  pass  swiftly,  slow  as  they  appear.  When  she 
raised  her  head,  the  light,  which  was  waning,  had 
scarcely  had  time  to  change;  but  her  face,  which  was 
always  pale,  had  in  that  minute  become  wan  like  the 
face  of  a  spirit. 

"Yes,"  she  said,  "I  think  that  is  the  right  thing  to 
do;  I  cannot  think  of  anything  else.  If  it  were  only 
me,  I  should  not  mind;  but  you  see  he  has  to  be  con- 
sidered every  way,  father,"  she  continued,  looking  up 
in  his  face  with  a  tender  confidence  which  it  broke  his 
heart  to  see,  "both  for  his  happiness  now  and  his  hap- 
piness then;  but  I  think  that  is  the  only  thing  to 
do." 

Stanfield  did  not  ask  what  it  was  on  which  she  had 
thus  decided.  He  only  took  her  little  cold  hand  and 
held  it  fast  and  close  in  his  own. 

"Come  in,  little  one;  it  is  time  to  go  home,"  he 
said. 

Perhaps  she  thought  he  had  suggested  the  idea 
which  had  risen  in  her  own  mind;  perhaps  she  trusted 
in  the  entire  sympathy  between  them  to  explain  with- 
out words  what  she  meant  to  do.  Anyhow,  he  neither 
asked  nor  did  she  answer  any  question.  He  took  her 
in  without  any  further  words,  looking  at  her  wistfully 
now  and  then,  as  women  often  look  at  a  man,  but  as 
men  seldom  look  at  a  woman.  It  was  she  in  whose 
hands  the  action  rested  for  the  moment;  up  to  this 
time  she  had  been,  though  so  deeply  involved,  only  a 
kind  of  spectator  of  the  little  drama.  Now,  and  sud- 
denly, she  had  found  herself  out  to  be  one  of  the 
principals,  and  the  action  for  the  moment  was  in  her 
hands. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

En'I  of  the  Struggle. 

This  was  the  first  lifting  of  the  veil  which,  up  to 
this  moment,  had  lain  bright,  but  impenetrable,  upon 
the  life  which  awaited  Agnes,  and  to  which  she  was 
going  forward  with  so  much  confidence,  when  the  Vicar's 
wife  lent  a  gleam  of  her  superior  wisdom  to  lighten  the 
darkness.  It  would  be  difficult  to  tell  how  the  night 
was  spent  after  the  conference  which  has  just  been  re- 
corded. The  young  heroine  was  not,  up  to  this  time, 
tearful  or  heart-broken;  on  the  contrary,  her  eye  was 
bright  with  excitement,  her  manner  much  more  eager 
and  less  tranquil  than  usual.  That  side  of  the  matter 
which  concerned  herself  had  not,  as  yet,  come  home  to 
her;  when  the  sacrifice  was  made,  and  the  separation 
had  taken  place,  there  would  be  time  enough  to  think 
of  that.  In  the  meantime,  however,  the  sense  of  im- 
pending trouble  did  not  weigh  upon  Agnes.  She  was 
very  pale ,  but  it  was  the  paleness  of  active  thought  — 
of  that  conflict  of  imagination  which  naturally,  in  a 
mind  like  hers,  pervades  every  actual  struggle. 

Thus  she  sat  silent  over  her  work  all  the  evening, 
going  over  involuntarily  the  scene  that  was  to  take 
place  next  morning,  and  laying  up  arguments  from 
everything  that  occurred  around  her:  the  domestic  in- 
cidents which  she  saw  without  seeing  them,  and  which 
somehow  seemed  to  impress  themselves  to-night  upon 
some  inner  *sense,  which  required  no  active  aid  from 
eyes  or  ears.  Thus,  for  example,  though  her  eyes  were 
bent  upon  her  work,   and  her  whole  mind  absorbed  in 
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the  one  great  question,  Agnes  had  never  before  con- 
ceived so  vivid  an  idea  of  her  stepmother  —  of  all  that 
was  known  of  her,  and  all  that  was  not  known  —  of 
her  manners  and  aspect,  and  curious  incongruity  with 
everything  immediately  surrounding  her.  This  woman, 
often  so  repulsive  to  herself,  was  to  be  by  her  means 
brought  into  close  relationship  with  Roger  Trevelyan, 
whose  natural  place  was  in  that  society  which  Agnes 
had  read  of  in  books.  Could  such  a  thing  be  possible? 
And  then  the  parlour  itself,  which  was  so  comfortable 
and  so  pleasant,  began  to  explain  itself  to  the  mind  of 
the  girl,  and  read  her  a  silent  homily.  How  different 
it  was  even  from  the  simple  drawing-room  at  the  Vi- 
carage; how  totally  different  from  those  fairy  apart- 
ments in  novels,  where  even  poverty  was  made  lovely 
by  grace  and  refinement!  There  was  no  poverty  in  the 
blacksmith's  sitting-room,  a  fact  which  made  it  all  the 
more  evident  that  there  was  no  loveliness.  The  black- 
smith's daughter  had  received  from  nature  a  singular 
gift  of  refinement  in  her  own  mind  and  person,  but  it 
is  not  easy  to  throw  that  "air  of  grace,"  which  is  so 
universal  in  books,  over  the  honest  mahogany  and  da- 
mask, or  possibly  haircloth,  of  a  respectable  tradesman's 
house;  and  from  that  consideration  of  still  life  Agnes 
further  drew  the  consciousness  that,  up  to  this  moment, 
the  parlour  had  entirely  contented  her,  and  had  not 
seemed  to  lack  anything,  and  that  she,  in  short,  had 
not  had  any  training  in  the  elegancies  of  life,  nor  felt 
any  need  of  them,  until  her  eyes  were  thus  summarily 
opened. 

Thoughts  like  these  when  they  commence  make 
rapid  progress;  such  dread  prose  in  everything  sur- 
rounding her;   such  dull,  downright  ungraceful  respect- 
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ability  —  everything  so  good,  and  substantial,  and 
tradesmanlike,  how  was  it  possible  that  Roger  Trevelyan 
could  ever  have  forgotten  himself  so  far  as  to  seek  ad- 
mittance there?  The  more  she  thought  of  it  the  clearer 
in  grew,  and  unconsciously  she  put  her  determination 
into  words,  and  imagined  his  reply,  and  went  through 
all  the  exciting  momentous  interview.  Other  incipient 
lights,  strange  and  new,  gleamed  about  Agnes  as  she 
rushed  into  this  conflict  of  fancy,  as  if  her  good  angel 
had  been  making  all  the  attempts  possible  to  tear 
asunder  for  good  the  impenetrable  curtain  of  light 
which  veiled  her  future.  Though  she  had  made,  only 
an  hour  or  two  before,  her  touching  confession  of  faith 
in  her  betrothed,  as  "first  of  men,"  yet  in  this  ima- 
ginary struggle  between  herself  and  her  lover  it  was  not 
possible  but  that  Roger  must  take  the  secondary  place. 
She  made  him  protest,  she  made  him  remonstrate,  she 
made  him  vow  that  his  love  was  more  to  him  than  any- 
thing else  in  the  world;  but  yet  in  her  present  condi- 
tion of  mind  it  was  inevitable  that  she  should  win  the 
victory,  and,  accordingly,  she  made  him  submit  at  the 
last,  and  withdraw,  leaving  her  heartbroken  indeed, 
but  in  the  higher  position  of  the  two,  and  with  just  a 
thrill  of  possible  contempt  for  the  man  who  could  be 
persuaded  to  accept  her  sacrifice. 

Such  were  the  imaginations,  the  impressions  —  for 
it  would  be  vain  to  call  them  thoughts  —  which  gleamed 
through  her  mind  as  she  sat  at  work  through  the  long 
evening.  Was  it  a  vague  intuition  of  what  might  be, 
a  faint,  far-off  suggestion  of  danger,  breathed  into  her 
mind,  as  Agnes,  in  her  tender,  girlish  fancy,  had  thought 
at  other  times,  by  the  mother,  whom,  perhaps,  God 
had  not  altogether  separated  from  her  child?  The  same 
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gleams  of  prescient  fancy  went  witli  lier  into  lier  sleep, 
weaving  strange  dreams,  in  which  Roger  was  always  at 
fault,  she  could  not  tell  how. 

Yet,  amid  all  this,  though  it  is  strange  to  say  so, 
Agnes  was  not  miserable.  She  was  excited  about  the 
battle  that  she  had  to  fight;  and  besides,  at  bottom, 
though  she  was  not  aware  of  it,  there  was  a  traitor  in 
the  camp.  All  this  vivid  sense  of  the  difference  between 
herself  and  her  lover  —  all  this  determination  to  sacri- 
fice herself  for  his  sake  —  were  utterly  true  and  real; 
and  yet,  underneath  all,  by  some  strange  complication 
only  known  to  the  heart,  there  lay  a  certain  scepticism 

—  the  merest  chance  or  possibility  that  truth  might  turn 
out  falsehood,  and  reality  prove  a  fiction.  Agnes  had 
come  to  one  of  those  moments  of  life  in  which  miracles 
of  every  description  seem  far  more  probable  and  likely 
to  happen  than  ordinary  events;  perhajDS  that  was  why, 
with  the  fullest  intention  to  make  herself  wretched,  and 
relinquish  all  that  she  considered  happiness  in  this  sweet 
opening  of  her  personal  existence,  she  was  not  in  reality 
miserable,  but  only  profoundly  excited,  feeling  within 
herself  a  certain  commotion  and  elevation  which  had 
never  occurred  before  in  her  youthful  life. 

And  here,  again,  the  young  heroine  had  her  father 
at  a  disadvantage.     He  saw  the  gravity  of  the  position 

—  the  possible  heartbreak  of  his  child;  and  he  did  not 
at  all  suspect  the  secret  hope,  unknown  even  to  herself, 
which  gave  her  a  furtive  and  unacknowledged  support. 
He  went  out  to  his  forge  in  the  morning  with  a  heavy 
heart.     Perhaps,  indeed,  as  things  appeared  at  the  mo- 

V  ment,  he  might  retain  his  child;  but  if  it  were  at  the 
\  cost  of  her  happiness,  what  good  would  it  do  him? 
\        And   Stanfield   went   sadly   to   his   work,    leaving  the 
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matter  in  the  hands  of  those  whom  it  most  concerned. 
His  daughter  had  ceased  to  be  the  chikl  for  whom  he 
couhi  decide;  now  it  was  needful  that  she  shoukl  decide 
for  herself 

When  Roger  Trevelyan  entered  the  blacksmith's 
parlour  that  morning,  he  perceived  at  a  glance  that 
Agnes  had  "something  on  her  mind;"  but  what  that 
something  might  be  —  beyond,  perhaps,  a  difficulty 
with  the  odious  stepmother,  whom  he  could  not  bear  to 
see  in  the  same  room  with  her  —  or  some  pleasant  em- 
barrassment as  to  the  future,  which  it  would  be  his  of- 
fice to  clear  away  —  the  young  man  had  not  a  sus- 
picion. She  was  alone,  and  she  had  her  work  as  usual; 
but  not  as  usual  were  the  eyes,  no  longer  dreamy,  but 
full  of  unusual  energy  and  light,  which  she  raised  to 
him,  and  the  indescribable  air  of  having  something  to 
say,  which  was  in  her  whole  manner  and  aspect.  She 
had  scarcely  patience  to-day  for  the  greetings,  which 
were  pleasant  enough  on  other  occasions.  She  pointed 
out  his  chair  to  him,  which  she  had  placed  opposite 
herself,  in  readiness  for  the  great  interview,  which  had 
already  been  rehearsed  so  often  in  her  own  mind;  and 
when  he  sat  down ,  feeling  a  little  surprised  and  checked, 
he  saw  for  the  first  time,  by  the  light  which  fell  full 
on  her  from  the  window,  the  unusual  pallor  of  Agnes's 
face. 

"How  pale  you  are!"  cried  the  young  man.  "Are 
you  sure  you  are  quite  well,  Agnes?  Somehow,  you 
do  not  look  yourself  to-day  —  you  have  been  vexed 
or  worried  by  some  one.  I  am  sure  you  are  not 
well." 

"Oh  yes,  quite  well,"  said  Agnes.  "I  am  a  little 
more  than  myself,   that  is  what  it  is.     I  have  got  so 
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much  to  say  to  you.  Do  sit  down,  please,  and  let  me 
speak." 

"What  is  the  matter?"  said  Roger,  in  dismay. 

"It  it  only  that  I  have  a  great  deal  to  say  to  you," 
she  said,  with  a  little  haste  and  eagerness.  "Mr.  Tre- 
velyan,  I  have  had  a  long  dream,  but  I  wakened  up 
out  of  it  last  night.  I  have  been  very  near  doing  you 
a  great  injury  without  knowing  it;  and  I  am  very 
thankful  that  I  have  found  it  out  before  it  is  too 
late." 

"A  great  injury!"  said  the  young  lover,  looking  at 
her  aghast  —  "is  it  that  you  do  not  love  me,  Agnes? 
I  will  not  believe  you  if  you  tell  me  tliat!" 

"There  are  more  things  in  the  world  than  love," 
said  Agnes,  with  solemnity.  "That  is  often  disap- 
pointed; and  sometimes,  you  know  —  sometimes  it 
does  not  last.  I  was  not  speaking  of  love.  I  do  not 
ask  you  to  believe  —  anything  —  that  is  not  true. 
But  this  is  true,  and  you  must  listen  to  me.  Do  not 
be  so  cruel  as  to  interrupt  me.  Go  back  to  your  seat, 
and  hear  what  I  have  to  say.  I  have  been  thinking  it 
over  all  the  night.  One  cannot  help  the  feelings  that 
come  into  one's  heart,"  said  Agnes,  making  an  effort 
to  go  on  with  her  work.  "Things  come  before  one 
knows;  but  everybody  can  help  the  acts  they  do,"  she 
continued,  suddenly  lifting  up  her  face.  "I  do  you  no 
harm  by  —  by  thinking  of  you  within  myself;  but 
going  to  church  and  being  married  would  be  a  sin." 

"A  sin?"  repeated  Roger,  with  utter  amaze  and 
bewilderment  in  his  face. 

"Yes,  because  it  would  be  doing  you  a  great  in- 
jury," said  the  young  heroine,  who  in  her  innocence 
had  studied  her  part,   and  made  up  her  little  speech. 
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"Look  round,  Mr.  Trevelyan,  and  see  liow  different 
everything  is  from  wliat  you  are  used  to.  It  is  not 
that  we  are  poor.  If  we  were  quite  poor,  it  would 
scarcely  be  so  bad,  perhaps.  We  are  so  comfortable, 
and  I  —  I  am  quite  content  with  it,  you  know.  If  I 
were  unhappy,  and  wished  for  something  better,  it  would 
not  be  so  bad.  And  then  there  is  my  father,  whom  I 
am  proud  of  —  if  he  was  not  so  good  and  such  an 
honour,  you  might  take  me  away  and  forget  him;  but 
now  it  can  never  be  concealed  that  he  is  only  a  black- 
smith, though  he  is  good  enough  to  be  a  king.  Don't 
interrupt  me,"  cried  the  trembling  orator,  already  get- 
ting too  excited  to  remember  her  own  premeditated 
eloquence  —  "oh,  don't  interrupt  me,  please.  It  is 
because  we  are  not  good  enough  and  not  bad  enough 
that  it  would  be  a  sin.  If  I  had  been  a  beggar-girl, 
it  would  have  been  a  romance,  and  you  might  have 
done  it;  or,  like  Griselda,  that  you  read  to  me  about; 
it  is  because  we  are  so  much  below  you,  and  yet  — • 
and  yet  — ."  Here  the  speech  broke  down  utterly, 
and  came  to  an  abrupt  conclusion,  not  in  tears,  but  in 
a  sudden  spasm,  which  closed  her  throat  and  made  it 
impossible,  for  the  moment,  to  utter  another  word. 

"And  yet  so  much  above  me  —  did  you  mean  to 
say?"  cried  the  impatient  lover.  "I  will  give  in  to 
that.  Who  has  put  this  nonsense  in  your  head?  No; 
I  will  not  keep  sitting  thus  in  the  stocks,  looking  at 
you.  Wliy  should  I?  It  is  too  late  to  set  me  up 
like  a  target  and  fire  into  me.  Agnes,  what  does  it 
mean?" 

This  was  not  in  the  least  the  answer  she  had  put 
into  his  mouth  in  her  thoughts,  and  then  her  hands 
were  held  fast,   which  she  had  not  contemplated;   and 
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things  can  be  said  when  people  are  face  to  face,  in  a 
natural  attitude  of  opposition,  which  change  their  cha- 
racter strangely  when  the  antagonists  are  side  by  side, 
and  as  close  to  each  other  as  is  conveniently  attainable. 
Thus  somehow  even  her  thoughts  and  intentions  oozed 
out  of  Agnes's  heart  without  any  will  of  her  own. 

"Oh,  Roger,  you  know  what  it  means,"  she  said. 
"I  could  die  to  do  you  any  good  or  pleasure,  but  I 
cannot  do  you  an  injury.  I  never,  never,  will  consent 
to  do  you  an  injury!  You  will  be  cast  off  by  your 
father  and  your  friends,  and  the  people  you  live  among. 
Oh,  Roger,  let  me  go!" 

"I  will  never  let  you  go,"  said  the  young  man, 
"not  if  you  were  twenty  times  right,  instead  of  being 
altogether  wrong.  Do  you  know  what  my  father  is, 
Agnes?  I  could  not  tell  you,  but  I  don't  care  much 
if  I  never  saw  him  again-,  and  the  people  I  ought  to 
live  among  would  let  me  perish  before  any  of  them 
would  lift  a  finger.  Is  it  for  them  you  would  give  me 
up?  Pshaw!  you  are  only  a  woman,  after  all,"  cried 
the  lover  in  his  triumph;  "always  going  back  to  the 
foundation,  and  trying  to  pluck  it  up  with  your  hands 
—  such  morsels  of  hands,  too ,  good  for  nothing  in  this 
world,  that  I  can  see,  but  to  be  kissed  and  have  rings 
put  upon  them.  The  one  I  can  do  now,  the  other  must 
be  done  as  soon  as  possible.  Listen,  I  have  seen  Mr. 
Freke  this  morning;  so  that  is  all  settled,"  said  Roger. 
"Now,  get  your  hat  and  come  out  —  it  is  the  only 
thing  to  blow  the  vapours  away." 

"They  are  not  vapours,"  cried  Agnes.  "Mr.  Tre- 
velyan,  you  must  listen  to  me.  I  have  not  said  half 
what  I  have  to  say." 

"I  will  listen  to  you  on  the  Common,   among  the 
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gorse  bushes,"  said  Eoger,  "wliere  I  once  listened  to 
you  before.  If  you  were  ever  so  eloquent,  you  could 
not  improve  what  you  said  that  day,  Agnes.  Come 
along.  If  this  is  how  you  employ  your  evenings, 
Stanfield  must  withdraw  his  interdict.  You  shan't  be 
left  to  plot  against  me  by  night.  Come,  come,  there 
is  nothing  like  the  fresh  air  and  the  winds  to  blow  this 
nonsense  away." 

This  was  much  how  the  memorable  attempt  ended. 
She  kept  up  the  struggle  a  little  longer,  it  is  true,  but 
she  found  nothing  new  or  more  convincing  to  say,  and 
obeyed  him  at  last,  and  went  to  get  her  hat,  with  a 
heart  not  quite  satisfied,  and  yet  overflowing  with  hap- 
piness. Almost  the  moment  she  left  him,  Roger,  with- 
out being  aware  of  it,  looked  round  the  room  as  she 
had  bidden  him,  and  recognised  the  truth  of  what  she 
had  said.  Not  that  he  made  any  effort  to  postpone 
that  glance  until  she  should  be  gone;  for  by  this  time 
the  young  man  had  so  set  his  heart  on  having  his  own 
way,  that  Reason  herself  in  proper  person  could  not 
have  kept  him  from  it.  But  when  he  felt  sure  of  hav- 
ing overcome  her,  and  when  she  was  gone,  he  did  look 
round  the  parlour,  and  drew  a  long  breath  as  he  did 
so.  It  was  quite  true  what  Agnes  had  said.  It  was 
horribly  respectable  and  comfortable  —  not  poor,  but 
a  thousand  times  worse  than  poor;  a  kind  of  house  that 
there  would  be  little  hope  of  getting  rid  of  thoroughly. 
He  gave  a  slight  impatient  sigh  at  the  thought;  but  if 
he  was  angry  at  any  one,  it  was  only  at  Providence, 
Avhich  had  neglected  to  make  Agnes  rich,  and  of  a 
good  family.  That  was  all  the  length  he  went  in  those 
early  days,  and  her  little  protest  and  resistance  made 
him  all  the  more  determined  on  having  his  own  way. 
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They  went  out  together,  after  a  while,  and  wandered 
across  the  Common  and  into  the  neglected  park,  and 
through  wonderful  enchanted  countries  of  imagination 
besides  —  Agnes  altogether  vanquished,  happier  than 
usual,  though,  in  the  midst  of  her  happiness,  she  could 
not  help  feeling  a  thrill  in  one  corner  of  her  heart,  as 
of  a  wound  that  had  been  or  might  be,  it  was  impos- 
sible to  say  which.  And  that  was  the  last  effort  made 
to  stop  the  marriage,  which  now  was  all  arranged  and 
settled,  and  came  nearer  and  nearer,  with  steady  reso- 
lute steps,  as  it  appeared  to  Agnes  every  night  and 
every  day. 

CHAPTER  XXI. 

The  Marriage. 

The  day  of  the  marriage  of  this  couple,  whom 
everybody  felt  to  be  so  ill-matched,  was  a  day  of  May, 
an  ideal  day  for  a  wedding.  The  summer  was  early 
that  year,  and  the  hawthorn  blossoms  were  already  on 
the  hedges  to  justify  their  familiar  name.  A  breath  of 
fragrance  came  and  went  about  the  village  of  Wind- 
holm  with  every  air  that  blew,  from  the  lilac  in  the 
cottage  gardens,  which  had  not  faded  yet,  and  from 
the  May  that  began  to  flourish  in  the  lanes;  and  now 
and  then  a  truant  breeze,  more  lively  than  usual, 
brought  a  little  shower  of  snowy  petals  from  the  apple- 
trees  over  the  garden  walls.  It  was  still  the  season 
when  everything  looked  hopeful.  The  early  flush  of 
spring  had  not  sunk  into  that  first  decadence  almost 
more  sad  to  see  than  the  decay  of  autumn,  which 
strikes  all  the  blossoming  slu'ubs  in  the  brightness  of 
the  season*,   and  the  great  lime-ti'ees  fluttered  their  de- 
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licate  leaves  softly  in  a  sweet  silence  of  expectation 
over  the  lioney-blooms  to  come.  It  was  under  those 
lime-trees  that  Agnes  Stanfield  passed  on  her  wedding- 
morning',  and  all  Nature  seemed  to  smile  at  her,  and 
fling  blessings  and  promises  upon  her  downcast  head. 
Every  bride  is  a  type  of  all  brides ,  and  appeals  more 
or  less  to  a  sympathy  more  universal  than  any  indi- 
vidual dislike  or  objection;  and  no  figure  could  have 
typified  better  the  new  hope  of  the  world  —  the  new 
generation  beginning  —  than  that  of  Agnes,  out  of 
whose  eyes,  when  they  were  visible  by  glimpses,  there 
came  such  a  wistful,  sweet  demand  for  sympathy,  as 
few  people  could  resist.  She  was  shy  by  nature,  and 
was  now  as  downcast  and  "shame-faced"  as  any  poet 
could  have  desired;  but  hers  was  the  wistful  timidity 
which  appeals,  and  not  the  scared  self-conscious  shyness 
that  defies  sympathy.  But  it  was  only  those  imme- 
diately surrounding  her  to  whom  her  downcast  eyes 
gave  now  and  then  that  momentary  glimpse  into  the 
depths.  As  for  the  crowd  which  filled  the  church,  the 
bride  was  unconscious  of  them;  no  vulgar  murmur 
came  to  her  ear  when  they  led  her  out  again  clothed 
in  her  new  name  and  office.  She  was  absorbed  not  in 
her  happiness  so  much  as  in  a  strange  separation  and 
withdrawal  from  herself.  Few  people  are  overpower- 
ingly  happy  on  their  wedding-day.  Most  women  at 
least,  like  Agnes,  stand  for  that  one  moment  in  their 
lives  apart,  and  look  at  themselves,  and  are  spectators 
of  the  wonderful  crisis.  To  be  sure,  there  are  person- 
ages, lively  and  energetic,  to  whom  this  strange,  sweet 
pause  of  being  is  unnecessary,  and  who  do  not  lose 
their  identity  for  a  moment;  but  then,  as  we  have  al- 
ready said,  Agnes  Stanfield  was  an  ideal  bride. 
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And  altogether  it  was  a  strange  wedding.  If  slie 
had  married  a  man  of  her  own  condition,  all  the 
worthiest  people  of  their  class  in  Windholm  would  na- 
turally have  done  honour  to  the  wedding-,  but,  under 
the  circumstances,  a  wedding-party  of  Windholm  folks, 
all  smiling  and  congratulatory,  would  have  been  more 
than  the  bridegroom  was  equal  to.  He  had  so  far 
gained  a  victory  over  himself  as  to  call  from  town  one 
friend,  upon  whom  he  could  rely  to  support  him  on 
the  occasion  —  a  Cornwall  man  and  neighbour  at 
home,  the  same  Fred  Pendarves  to  whose  care  Beatrice 
had  recommended  her  brother  when  she  applauded  his 
wise  intention  of  leaving  the  Hall,  without  any  expla- 
nation with  Agnes.  Pendarves  was  a  young  man  of 
exemplary  gravity,  going  in  for  public  life,  and  already 
in  Parliament,  and  bent  upon  making  his  way  —  a 
rising  man,  sure  and  steady,  who  observed  everything 
and  said  little,  and  was  a  safe  friend  for  that  or  any 
other  emergency.  He  stood  by  Roger  during  the 
ceremony  of  his  marriage  as  he  might  have  stood  by 
him  had  he  been  put  upon  his  trial  for  some  capital 
offence,  maintaining  in  the  one  case,  as  he  would  have 
done  in  the  other,  for  his  friend's  interest,  a  discreet 
silence.  Besides  Pendarves,  the  party  consisted  only 
of  Stanfield,  of  Polly  Thompson  —  the  niece  of  the 
Miss  Thompsons,  whose  school  Agnes  had  attended,  a 
girl  entirely  devoted  to  the  blacksmith's  daughter,  but 
who  was  awed  into  silence  by  the  magnificent  position 
in  which  she  found  herself;  and  Mrs.  Freke,  the  Vicar's 
wife,  who,  a  little  remorseful  after  her  remonstrance, 
had  made  up  matters  by  offering  for  this  eventful  day 
to  take  the  place  of  the  bride's  mother.  Mrs.  Stan- 
field,  who  had  been  much  subdued  since  her  unsuccess- 
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fill  interview  -with.  Roger,  shrinking  from  his  presence, 
and  carefully  abstaining  from  anything  that  could  at- 
tract his  notice,  had,  by  a  wonderful  act  of  self-denial, 
declined  to  be  present,  to  the  great  amazement  but 
secret  relief  of  the  blacksmith.  Such  was  the  little 
group  which  surrounded  the  altar,  where  Mr.  Freke 
himself  stood,  in  a  little  excitement,  making  reflections 
which  may  be  hereafter  submitted  to  the  reader.  Roger, 
in  the  height  of  his  triumph,  receiving  Agnes  and  his 
own  way  at  the  same  supreme  moment,  and  full  of 
natural  excitement  and  a  little  agitation,  was  less 
troubled,  fortunately,  by  the  complication  of  his  circum- 
stances at  this  hour  than  he  had  ever  been;  but  for 
the  four  people  who  stood  behind  these  two,  their 
feelings  were  various  enough  to  bear  distinct  re- 
cording. 

As  for  Stanfield  himself,  a  sadness  which  he  could 
not  shake  off  possessed  him  —  a  kind  of  soft  and  pen- 
sive shadow  of  what  he  might  have  felt  had  it  been 
the  burial  instead  of  the  marriage  of  his  daughter,  at 
which  he  held  his  place.  It  was  a  farewell  scarcely 
less  solemn  he  was  saying.  If  the  blacksmith  could 
deceive  himself  by  times  in  respect  to  the  future,  and 
imagine  his  son-in-law  seeking  his  society  and  taking 
his  advice,  that  pleasant  delusion  did  not  serve  him  at 
this  moment.  He  saw  his  child  going,  fearless  and 
ignorant,  into  a  world  almost  as  unknown  to  him  as 
the  world  on  the  other  side  of  the  grave,  and  in  which 
he  could  give  her  no  help  or  guidance;  and  he  saw, 
what  was  a  lesser  matter,  his  own  life  lying  barren 
and  solitary,  no  longer  to  be  sweetened  by  the  one  sole 
creature  in  the  world  who  had  been  entirely  his  own. 
He  stood  with  his  calm,  brown  eyes  dwelling  upon  his 
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cliild,  and  liis  lips  just  touched  with  a  smile  which  was 
more  pathetic  than  tears;  feeling  no  positive  anguish, 
but  a  sense  of  infinite  languor,  sadness,  a  kind  of  dis- 
solution. The  sunshine  was  about  to  die  ofF  from  him, 
and  here  he  stood  in  its  last  rays,  trying  to  make 
the  most  of  them,  and  to  take  pleasure  in  the  sight  of 
her  happiness,  although  it  was  not  happiness  for  him. 

And  beside  Stanfield  stood  the  maiden  Polly,  whose 
excitement  was  past  describing,  whose  eyes  were 
dancing,  whose  cheeks  were  burning,  whose  innocent 
little  soul  was  wound  up  to  such  a  pitch  of  fright  and 
ecstasy,  that  only  the  awe  of  the  place  she  was  in,  and 
of  her  immediate  companions  there,  -  kept  her  from 
hysterical  laughter  and  tears.  Polly's  white  frock 
brushed  now  and  then  the  spotless  habiliments  of  JVIr. 
Pendarves,  who  was  in  Parliament,  and  might  be  prime 
minister,  for  anything  the  little  maiden  knew.  What 
if  it  might  some  time  come  to  Polly's  turn  to  make  a 
great  marriage,  as  Agnes  was  doing!  —  what  if  any- 
thing so  magnificent  as  the  upright  figure  by  her  side 
might  some  day  fall  to  Polly's  share,  and  the  little 
village  maid  be  translated  into  a  vague  paradise  of  silk 
dresses  and  jewels,  and  balls  and  theatres!  Such  a  sug- 
gestion was  inevitable  to  the  proximity  in  which  she 
found  herself,  and  Polly  accordingly  was  much  less 
able  to  take  care  of  herself  and  her  little  momentary- 
duties  than  Agnes  was,  who  gave  her  a  glance  of  kind 
warning  at  the  crisis  of  affairs,  when  the  excitement 
had  become  too  much  for  her.  Mrs.  Freke,  possessed 
by  very  different  sentiments,  stood  behind  this  little 
hysterical  creature,  disposed  sometimes  to  give  her  "a 
good  shake,"  and  bring  her  to  her  senses,  for  who  was 
she  that   she  should  put  her  little   shoulders  up,   and 
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sliow  Intentions  of  sobbing  over  a  matter  wliicli  con- 
cerned Ler  so  little?  Any  absurd  exhibition  of  "feel- 
ings" on  Polly's  part  was  naturally  too  much  for  the 
patience  of  any  one  capable  of  appreciating  the  true 
aspect  of  affairs. 

Mrs.  Freke  was  a  good  woman,  although  in  her 
zeal  she  had  been  a  little  hai'd  upon  Agnes.  She  stood 
saying  to  herself,  "Poor  thing!  poor  thing!"  with  a 
true  and  tender  pity  for  the  innocent  bride.  "She  will 
be  sure  to  meet  hard  usage  in  the  family  and  in  the 
world,  and  how  will  she  bear  it?"  the  kind  woman 
said  to  herself;  not  knowing  much,  it  was  true,  of 
Agnes,  except  as  a  daughter  adored  by  her  father,  and 
brought  up  in  the  village  as  a  thing  apart.  The 
Vicar's  wife  knew  nothing  more  of  the  bride  than  that 
she  was  sensitive  and  delicate  of  mind  to  a  degree  al- 
most unknown  in  her  station.  She  saw  the  grace  of 
the  lily  and  the  fragile  looks,  and  did  not  recollect 
that  by  times  grace  is  only  the  cloak  and  garment  of 
strength;  therefore  she  said  in  her  heart,  "Poor  thing! 
poor  thing!"  and  looked  on  with  pity  at  the  marriage. 
As  for  Mr.  Pendarves,  he  was  not  a  man  to  waste  his 
august  thoughts  on  such  an  affair.  Any  feeling  that 
struck  him  after  the  first  shock  of  amazement  and  pity 
(though  such  words  are  infinitely  too  strong  to  express 
the  moderate  and  well-controlled  sentiments  of  the 
young  statesman),  was  a  bland  curiosity  as  to  the 
customs  and  habits  of  the  lower  classes  in  respect  to 
such  an  important  ceremony  as  marriage,  which  afforded 
him  some  slight  compensation  for  his  trouble.  Such  a 
study  was  always  in  the  way  of  his  art,  and  miglft 
come  in,  who  could  tell?  in  some  speech  upon  the  mar- 
riage-laws of  New  Zealand  or  Timbuctoo. 
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Behind  the  immediate  circle  which  was  animated 
by  feelings  so  different,  the  church  was  filled  with  a 
curious  miscellaneous  audience,  equally  varied  in  their 
sentiments.  Half  the  female  population  of  Windholm 
had  come  to  see  Agnes  married  —  some  with  a  touch 
of  womanly  sympathy,  but  most  with  the  lively  and 
virtuous  disapprobation  of  a  crowd  which  suddenly 
sees  one  of  its  members,  without  any  sufficient  reason, 
elevated  over  its  head.  The  Miss  Foxes,  from  the 
Cedars,  were  in  their  family  pew,  looking  on  from  a 
dignified  distance,  the  eldest  shaking  her  head,  now 
and  then,  with  such  an  air  of  sympathetic  gloom  as 
might  have  become  a  gi-and-duchess  compelled  to  assist 
at  a  ceremony  by  which  a  prince  of  the  blood  de- 
meaned himself  to  a  peasant;  the  middle  one  in  mis- 
chievous spirits,  talkative  and  satirical,  and  now  and 
then  falling  back  behind  her  sisters  in  fits  of  sup- 
pressed laughter  as  the  absurdity  of  the  matter  struck 
her.  The  youngest,  on  the  contrary,  who  had  once 
half  imagined  herself  in  love  with  Roger,  gave  way  to 
a  few  tears,  and  looked  at  the  bride  with  a  sentimental 
longing  to  become  immediately  her  bosom  friend  and 
guardian  angel,  and  teach  her  "how  to  make  him 
happy."  And  the  Miss  Foxes  were  tolerable  types  of 
the  audience  in  general.  When  the  bride  and  bride- 
groom made  their  way  out  of  church,  they  did  not 
meet  the  congratulatory  countenances  common  on  such 
occasions.  No  flowers,  neither  real  nor  imaginary, 
were  scattered  in  their  way.  A  little  natural  sym- 
pathy, a  great  deal  of  virtuous  pity,  much  cui-iosity 
and  wonder,  were  in  the  faces  of  the  spectators.  The 
two  who  went  down  the  aisle  together,  radiant  in 
youth,  and  hope,  and  happiness,  were  about  to  work 
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out  a  great  problem  for  the  amusement  and  edification 
of  the  public;  and  the  public  did  not  feel  itself  called 
upon  on  this,  as  on  most  occasions,  to  veil  its  curiosity 
and  scepticism  under  the  ordinary  disguise  of  smiles. 
Fortunately,  neither  the  bridegroom  nor  bride  were  in 
the  least  degree  the  wiser-,  they  had  love,  at  least,  the 
one  great  primitive  foundation  to  build  happiness  upon, 
and  neither  of  them  had  any  doubts  upon  that  subject. 
So  they  went  off  from  the  church-door,  leaving  a  world 
of  speculations  behind  them,  and  in  an  hour  after  had 
carried  their  problem  out  of  Windholm  into  the  great 
indifferent  world. 

"Harriet,"  said  Mr.  Frehe,  "don't  talk  to  me  about 
Providence;  I  don't  understand  Providence,  I  tell  you. 
Lord  bless  us!  what  a  horrible  mistake.  It's  all  very 
well  to  talk  of  Sir  Roger  Trevelyan's  son,  and  so  forth. 
What  do  you  imagine  men  and  women  were  made  for? 
—  that's  the  question.  I  Avas  in  twenty  minds  to  stop 
the  marriage  myself,  and  say  I  knew  of  an  impediment. 
Good  life!  what  a  mistake  marriage  is!" 

"That  is  not  very  flattering  to  me,  Mr.  Freke," 
said  his  wife. 

"Pshaw!  you  know  I  don't  mean  you,  though  you 
do  talk  great  nonsense  sometimes.  I  don't  want  to  go 
against  the  Articles  and  so  forth;  but  if  that  sort  of 
thing  is  all  that  Providence  can  do,  I'll  go  and  read 
Robertson's  sermon  'On  the  Illusions  of  Life;'  not  that 
I  approve  of  Robertson's  sermon,  mind  you,"  said  the 
Vicar,  turning  round  as  he  reached  the  door.  "So  far 
as  I  can  make  out,  he  represents  God  to  be  pretty 
nearly  deceiving  us  for  our  good,  which  is  a  view 
of  the   matter   I  never   will   give   in   to.      But,    good 
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heavens!  when  one  has  just  come  from  a  business  like 
this!" 

"What  do  you  object  to  in  it?"  asked  Mrs.  Freke; 
a  question  which  roused  her  husband  into  a  momentary 
boundless  fury. 

"Wliat  I  object  to?  Everything!"  he  said.  "That 
girl,  if  she  had  waited  a  year  or  two,  would  have  found 
it  out.  The  lad  is  at  the  height  of  his  growth  at  this 
moment;  to  do  him  justice,  he'll  never  be  so  near  her 
equal  again  as  he  is  to-day.  From  this  moment  he  be- 
gins to  go  down  again;  and  she  has  just  commenced 
growing;  that's  what  I  object  to.  In  a  year  or  two, 
she'll  be  driven  to  find  it  out." 

"Mr.  Freke,"  said  his  wife,  with  calm  exasperation, 
"if  you  say  that  to  anybody  but  me,  people  will  think 
you  mad." 

"Very  likely,  my  dear,"  said  the  Vicar;  "people 
have  thought  me  mad  before  now.  It  don't  do  me  any 
harm;  but  as  for  calling  that  Frovidence^  you  know! 
I'm  much  inclined  to  the  idea  of  dualism  myself:  I 
can't  help  thinking  down  heloiv  has  something  to  do 
with  it.  Half  the  things  that  happen  in  the  world 
look  as  if  the  devil  had  sanctioned  them,  and  not 
God." 

"Mr.  Freke,"  said  his  wife,  this  time  with  more 
solemnity,  "if  you  talk  like  that  to  anybody  but  me, 
people  will  think  you  an  infidel." 

At  which  the  Vicar  gave  a  short  laugh. 

"Very  likely,"  he  said.  "People  have  called  me 
all  sorts  of  names  before  now;  but  I  take  off  my  sur- 
plice before  I  go  into  the  pulpit,  and  I  never  have  any 
candles  on  the  altar,  so  I  don't  see  what  harm  they 
can  do  me.     Besides,  there's  nothing  infidel  about  it. 
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Things  may  occur  in  the  world,  from  the  clash  of  the 
opposing  forces,  like  —  like  electricity,  you  know," 
said  Mr.  Freke,  who  was  a  little  uncertain  in  his 
scientihc  illustrations;  "there  is  nothing  in  the  Bible 
as^ainst  that.  Of  course  she'll  come  out  of  it  like  a 
queen,  that  girl  will;  but  why,  why,  Harriet,  once 
in  a  while,  a  pretty  young  creature  like  that  —  a 
creature  that  could  be  happy  —  why  mightn't  she  have 
her  happiness?  I  don't  say  we  all  deserve  it;  but  once 
in  a  way  — " 

"Mr.  Freke,  you  are  going  out  of  your  senses," 
said  his  wife.  "Agnes  Stanfield  is  only  the  blacksmith's 
daughter;  and  he  is  a  gentleman  very  well  educated, 
and  very  nice ,  and  as  much  in  love  with  her  as  a  man 
need  be.  It's  quite  a  romance,  on  the  contrary;  and 
if  she  is  not  happy  she  will  be  the  most  ungrateful 
woman  on  the  face  of  the  earth." 

The  Vicar  made  no  S23ecial  ansWer  to  this  address. 
He  only  shook  his  head  and  thrust  his  arms  up  to  the 
elbows  into  the  pockets  of  his  long  black  coat,  and 
said,  "Poor  thing,  poor  thing!"  as  he  made  one  little 
circuit  round  the  room  preparatory  to  leaving  it,  as 
was  his  custom.  "WTien  he  was  gone  his  wife  laid 
down  her  knitting  and  leaned  back  in  her  chair.  She 
was  not  a  woman  to  give  in  to  the  lawless  sentiments 
of  her  husband,  but  when  he  was  out  of  the  way  she 
could  abandon  herself  to  her  own  thoughts;  and  she 
too  said  "Poor  thing!"  in  her  heart,  and  perhaps 
wondered  —  though  with  a  mild  feminine  wonder, 
which  suffered  itself  no  such  daring  expression  as  that 
which  the  clergyman,  treating  the  subject  with  profes- 
sional boldness,  felt  himself  free  to  venture  on  —  why 
proceedings  so  strangely  against  all  human  likelihood 
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of  well-doing  should  be  "permitted,"  as  she  said. 
Perhaps  it  was  a  point  of  view  peculiar  to  the  clerical 
house. 

But  the  discontent  of  Windholm  was  general 
though  otherwise  expressed.  "If  one  could  have  the 
least  hope  that  she  would  make  him  happy!"  little 
Miss  Fox  said,  with  a  sigh;  and  as  for  Polly  Thomp- 
son, though  she  was  asked  out  to  tea  every  night  for 
a  fortnight,  on  the  score  of  her  bridesmaid-honours,  a 
sense  that  she  was  disapproved  of  was  conveyed  early 
and  distinctly  to  her  mind  in  the  first  week.  "She 
may  be  grand,  but  she'll  be  none  happy;  it  ain't  in 
reason,"  was  the  judgment  of  Mrs.  Eoger,  the  baker's 
wife,  whose  opinion  was  held  in  esteem  in  Windholm; 
"and  if  I  were  you,  Miss  Polly,  I  wouldn't  say  no 
more  than  I  could  help  on  the  subject;"  which,  to  be 
sure,  was  rather  hard  upon  the  poor  girl,  who  had 
been  plied  with  all  manner  of  questions  for  two  hours 
previously.  It  was  amid  this  commotion  of  public 
opinion  that  Agnes  left  the  home  which  perhaps  she 
might  never  see  again.  Stanfield  stood  at  his  door, 
looking  after  the  carriage  which  contained  his  daughter, 
with  a  countenance  from  which  the  light  seemed  to  have 
gone  out,  and  eyes  which,  in  their  dumb  anguish, 
were  more  and  more  like  the  eyes  of  Juno.  It  seemed 
to  him  that  he  had  bidden  his  child  farewell  for  ever 
and  ever.  Never  on  earth,  scarcely  even  in  heaven, 
if  human  ties  counted  for  anything  then,  could  she  be 
his  again.  And  in  the  meantime  the  bride,  having 
made  acquaintance  over  again  with  herself  and  re- 
gained her  identity,  was  beginning  her  first  voyage, 
in  utter  confidence  and  fearlessness,  into  the  unknown 
life. 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 

The  Wedding  Tour. 


Roger  Trevelyan  took  liis  bride  to  Switzerland, 
wliere  they  wandered  about  among  the  mountains  all 
the  summer.  He  was  very  much  in  love,  and  very 
much  enchanted  with  the  love  and  admiration  of  Agnes, 
to  whom,  at  this  period,  he  seemed  the  exponent  of 
everything  most  lovely  and  most  marvellous  in  nature. 
Her  mind,  it  is  true,  was  of  a  much  higher  order  than 
his  to  start  with,  but,  after  all,  the  advantages  of  edu- 
cation count  for  something;  and  a  girl  brought  up  in 
Windholm  in  the  blacksmith's  parlour,  with  very  little 
means  of  access  to  books,  and  with  a  horizon  which 
enclosed  little  more  than  the  village  common  and  the 
fields,  must  have  inevitably  found  a  great  deal  unknown 
to  her  in  the  mind  and  recollections  of  any  man,  not  a 
fool,  who  had  gone  through  a  gentleman's  education; 
and  the  very  elevation  of  Agnes's  mind  by  nature  pre- 
vented her  from  finding  her  superiority  out;  for  she  was 
like  her  father,  destitute  of  cleverness ,  and  had  no  pre- 
tensions to  any  powers  of  penetration.  It  never  occurred 
to  her  to  measure  any  one,  or  compare  herself  with 
others;  and  Roger,  who  had  seen  all  these  glories  be- 
fore, who  knew  where  to  lead  her  to  catch  the  most 
perfect  combination  at  every  wonderful  point  of  view, 
and  who  knew,  besides ,  many  things  to  say  about  these 
points  of  view  which  a  woman  of  his  own  class  would 
have  laughed  at  as  hackneyed,  but  which  were  new  to 
Agnes,  could  not  fail  to  appear  to  his  bride,  in  her 
ignorance,  like  a  superior  being. 
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And  as  lier  faith  in  Mm  and  admiration  for  his 
gifts  rose  higher,  his  admiration  for  the  young  believer 
rose  in  proportion.  Then,  as  they  had  plenty  of  money 
for  the  moment,  and  nobody  could  tell  what  might 
happen  before  it  was  necessary  to  return  to  England; 
and  as,  in  the  meantime,  it  was  very  important  that 
Agnes  should  be  trained  to  her  new  position,  Eoger 
took  care  that  she  should  get  accustomed  to  as  much 
luxury  of  living  as  Swiss  hotels  could  furnish.  He 
had  commenced  teaching  her  French  (as  much  as  he 
knew)  almost  as  soon  as  they  crossed  the  Channel-,  and 
before  the  summer  was  over  he  got  a  French  maid  for 
her,  which  was  the  first  penalty  poor  Agnes  had  to  pay 
for  her  happiness.  But  in  the  early  part  of  that  won- 
derful summer,  before  Mademoiselle  arrived  to  remind 
Mrs.  Trevelyan  that  she  was  still  mortal,  the  two 
wandered  about  together  like  two  travellers  just  out  of 
Paradise.  Roger's  mind  and  powers  were  stimulated, 
though  he  did  not  know  it,  by  constant  intercourse 
with  a  mind  fresh  and  pure  and  more  lofty  than  any 
he  had  before  encountered-,  and  for  the  time,  what  he 
had  learned  put  on  a  semblance  of  life,  even  to  him- 
self, as  if  it  came  from  his  own  original  intelligence. 
Thus  the  light  which  was  in  Agnes's  eyes,  as  she  re- 
garded him,  threw  a  kind  of  delightful  confusion  on 
the  face  of  things,  and  half  persuaded  even  her  young 
husband,  as  it  wholly  persuaded  herself,  that  the 
radiance  was  within  and  not  without. 

During  all  this  long  summer  there  did  not  once 
enter  into  Roger's  life  that  shadow  which  pursues 
Englishmen  all  over  the  globe.  He  said  to  himself,  in 
the  fulness  of  his  heart,  that  it  was  impossible  to  be 
bored  with  Agnes ;  not  that  she  had  a  great  deal  to  say 
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in  lier  own  person,  or  was  amusing  to  speak  of;  but 
Roger  had  never  in  liis  life  before  felt  himself  so  clever, 
so  interesting,  so  full  of  sense  and  story  and  illustra- 
tion, as  he  did  with  this  fair  ignorant  understanding 
creature,  hanging  on  his  lips,  drawing  out  of  him  her 
first  knowledge  of  the  world ,  and  of  art  and  of  nature, 
of  books  and  men.  She  drew  out  of  him  so  much  that 
he  never  knew  to  be  in  him,  that  Roger  rose  in  his 
own  opinion;  the  light  of  her  interest  and  tender  cu- 
riosity brightened  up  the  reminiscences  of  his  school- 
days, and  of  his  college,  and  of  all  he  had  learned 
and  all  he  had  forgotten.  There  was  not  a  detail  of 
his  short  life  that  was  not  as  interesting  to  Agnes  as  if 
he  had  been  the  greatest  hero  that  ever  lived;  and, 
happily,  there  were  few  things  in  Roger's  life  which 
he  would  have  been  ashamed  to  tell  to  his  wife.  As 
for  her  own  experiences,  she  had  so  few,  that  the 
homely  details  which  made  a  brief  appearance  now 
and  then,  only  amused  Roger,  and  did  not  wound  his 
pride;  and  everything  went  on  like  a  romance  or  a 
fairy  tale. 

To  be  sure,  this  was  a  state  of  things  that  could 
not  last  for  ever.  Roger  did  not  choose  to  exhibit  his 
bride  at  the  public  table,  or  to  convey  her  from  place 
to  place  in  public  conveyances.  He  chose  to  make  his 
bridal  tour  en  prince;  and  as  they  had  plenty  of  money 
for  the  moment,  and  desired  no  society,  their  tete-a-tete 
continued  almost  uninterrupted.  True,  he  was  now  and 
then  hailed  by  some  passing  acquaintance  on  a  moun- 
tain-side, which  even  princes  could  only  ascend  on  foot, 
or  in  the  republican  equality  of  a  glacier;  but  his  de- 
voted attendance  upon  "my  wife"  was  generally  enough 
to  satisfy  these  admiring  and  surprised  spectators  that 
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an  addition  to  the  party  was  undesirable.  No  letters 
came  from  home  to  disturb  the  felicity  of  the  youthful 
travellers  —  none ,  at  least ,  to  Eoger  —  and  Stanfi eld's 
letters  to  his  daughter  were  not  too  frequent,  and  con- 
tained nothing  when  he  read  them,  which  annoyed  her 
husband.  Thus  affans  proceeded  as  smoothly  as  pos- 
sible during  all  the  summer,  the  sole  danger  to  which 
Agnes  had  been  subjected  being  an  introduction,  in 
]Dassing,  to  some  old  ladies  and  two  or  three  young 
men,  the  first  of  whom  stared  at  her  very  curiously, 
though  there  was  little  time  for  conversation.  Such 
trifling  encounters ,  however,  were  not  enough  to  arouse 
in  Roger's  mind  any  alarms  as  yet  about  his  wife's 
powers  of  acquitting  herself  in  society.  But  with  the 
waning  summer  this  idyll  of  existence  also  began  to 
show  signs  of  ending  —  not  that  it  was  less  agreeable 
or  lost  any  of  its  attractions  —  but  it  became  necessary 
to  think  of  settling  somewhere  for  the  winter,  which 
was  an  idea  that  involved  many  arrangements  foreign 
to  their  j)resent  habits.  The  first  indications  of  this 
change  to  Agnes  was  the  proposal  of  the  French  maid, 
and  the  arrival  of  a  box  from  Paris  containing  a  supply 
of  dresses,  which  she  regarded  with  incredulous  amaze- 
ment and  a  touch  of  dismay. 

"It  is  your  corleille  de  manage^''  said  Eoger,  who 
was  delighted  by  her  surprise.  "1  dared  not  have 
offered  you  such  a  thing  at  Windholm;  but  it's  all  right 
now.  I  managed  to  bring  off  that  old  grey  dress  you 
used  to  wear  long  ago,"  he  went  on,  laughing,  "so 
you  may  be  sui-e  they'll  fit.  I  don't  want  Mrs.  Tre- 
velyan  to  extend  the  fame  of  the  dressmakers  at  Wind- 
holm." 

Agnes  did  her  best  to  admire  her  new  possessions 
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and  to  give  due  thanks  for  them;  but  the  surprise  was 
not  hy  any  means  so  pleasant  a  one  as  Roger  expected* 
When  she  was  alone  she  even  shed  a  tear  or  two  over 
the  dresses  she  had  been  wearing  all  the  summer,  thinking 
all  the  time  that  they  pleased  him;  but,  fortunately, 
Agnes  was  not  possessed  of  that  unhappy  susceptibility 
which  is  wounded  by  the  least  doubt  of  absolute  per- 
fection in  all  its  possible  arrangements.  On  second 
thoughts,  she  made  up  her  mind  that  her  husband  had 
done  the  kindest  thing  in  the  world  in  the  kindest  way, 
not  wounding  her  by  immediate  suggestions,  but  leaving 
her  time  to  see  her  deficiencies  a  little,  and  to  awaken 
to  a  desire  of  mending  them.  This  incident,  however, 
though  she  accounted  for  it  so  satisfactorily,  awakened 
just  a  suggestion  of  inquietude  in  her  mind.  When  her 
dresses  had  to  be  renewed  so  entirely,  might  not  some 
similar  process  be  necessaiy  in  respect  to  her  manners 
and  modes  of  speech  and  of  thought?  She  swallowed 
the  little  injury  to  her  pride  conveyed  in  this  idea,  and 
turned  again,  as  her  father  might  have  done,  to  the 
reason  of  the  matter.  Certainly  it  was  reasonable  that 
with  her  dress  her  general  demeanour  should  need  re- 
modelling too.  And  then  her  next  thought  was  of  an 
appeal  to  Roger,  in  whom,  notwithstanding  this  sug- 
gestion, which  was  a  little  humbling  to  her  vanity, 
she  had  a  profound  trust,  untinctured  either  by  pique 
or  suspicion. 

"I  wish  you  could  order  me  a  set  of  new  manners 
as  easily,"  said  Agnes,  with  a  little  laugh,  in  which 
there  was  a  touch  of  anxiety;  "that  must  be  a  great 
deal  more  important  than  the  dresses.  I  can't  put  off 
my  stupid  ways  as  I  can  put  off  my  old  gown " 

"Heaven  forbid!"   said  Roger.     "I  don't  want  any 
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change  in  your  ways;  on  the  contrary,"  said  the  young 
man,  laughing,  "if  you  will,  to  oblige  me,  always  imagine 
yourself  in  the  parlour  atWindholm  and  wearing  your 
old  grey  gown,  you  will  be  perfect,  my  darling;  your 
manners  don't  require  any  change." 

"Ah!"  cried  Agnes,  who,  even  amid  her  great  hap- 
piness, could  not  but  be  conscious  with  a  certain  pang 
that  the  parlour  at  Windholm  and  the  grey  gown  had 
been  left  off  for  ever,    "but  that  is  not  possible;  and 

besides "   here  she  paused  a  little,  not  knowing 

how  to  say  what  she  was  conscious  of  feeling,  that 
whether  for  the  better  or  the  worse,  she,  too,  had  made 
a  certain  progress  in  these  three  months.  She  was 
changed,  and  was  conscious  of  the  change;  and  perhaps 
the  thought  of  having  to  go  back  to  recover  the  bearing 
which  her  husband  found  perfect  was  not  much  more 
consolatory  to  her  than  if  he  had  said,  as  she  half  ex- 
pected, "You  will  improve  in  time." 

"No,"  said  young  Trevelyan,  more  seriously,  "to 
be  sure,  it  is  not  possible.  I  only  mean  that  you  must 
not  think  any  more  about  your  manners  than  you  did 
then.  There  is  a  kind  of  manner  which  you  have, 
Agnes  —  and,  in  case  I  should  be  partial  and  biassed 
in  respect  to  you,  I  may  say  your  father  has  it  too  — 
not  in  the  least  like  a  great  lady,  to  be  sure;  a  kind 
of  a  look  of  being  mistress  of  your  own  place  and  the 
first  there,  and,  at  the  same  time,  a  kind  of  a  look  of 
being  everybody's  attendant  and  the  last  there.  I  can't 
describe  it,"  said  the  young  man  —  "when  a  woman 
of  the  world  happens  to  have  such  a  manner,  and  knows 
how  to  manage  it,  she  gets  quite  a  reputation  on  that 
score.  There,  now,  I  am  no  great  dab  at  descriptions. 
I  suppose  you  know  what  I  mean?" 
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"Not  quite,"  said  Agnes,  with  a  smile;  but  she  was 
as  pleased  as  if  she  understood  it  every  word.  "I  always 
thought  my  father's  manners  were  beautiful.  I  am  so 
glad  you  think  so  too,  Roger."  This  compliment,  which 
her  husband  had  paid  quite  involuntarily,  was  more 
agreeable  to  Agnes  than  any  amount  of  eulogy  addressed 
to  herself.  It  gave  her  spirit  to  take  pleasure  in  her 
new  wardrobe  —  to  investigate  all  its  pretty  details, 
which  was  a  business  in  which  Roger  aided  her,  well 
pleased;  and  even  to  swallow,  without  many  wry  faces, 
the  dreadful  potion  of  the  French  maid. 

Thus  it  was,  with  a  proper  equipment  in  every 
respect  worthy  of  the  bride  of  Sir  Roger  Trevelyan's 
only  son  and  heir,  and  regardless  of  expense,  that 
Agnes  was  carried  over  the  Alps  and  entered  Florence, 
in  which  place  Roger  had  concluded  to  stay  for  the 
winter.  They  were  both  young  and  strong,  and  above 
fear  of  the  Tramontana,  and  young  Trevelyan  con- 
cluded that  it  was  one  of  the  best  places  possible  for 
forming  his  wife's  mind,  and  accustoming  her  gradually 
to  society;  from  which  it  will  be  perceived  that  fami- 
liarity was  bearing  its  usual  fruits,  and  that  Roger 
began  to  lose  the  first  freshness  of  that  instinct  which, 
in  the  earlier  days  of  his  love  and  even  of  his  marriage, 
had  impressed  the  sense  of  Agnes's  superiority  upon 
his  mind.  He  began  to  lose  that  sense  a  little,  as  was 
natural,  she  herself  being  the  person  in  the  world  least 
aware  of  it;  and  as  she  was  in  the  position  at  present 
of  taking  all  her  knowledge,  and  apparently  all  her 
ideas  from  him ,  master  of  all  desirable  information ,  as 
he  seemed  to  Agnes  to  be,  it  was  not  wonderful  if  the 
design  of  forming  his  wife's  mind  grew  upon  the  pleased 
intelligence  of  the  young  husband,  who  had  discovered 
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himself  to  be  so  much  cleverer  than  he  had  before 
thought  he  was. 

For  this  end,  Roger  decided  that  he  would  take 
his  wife  to  all  the  picture-galleries  and  expound  every- 
thing to  her.  He  even  went  to  the  trouble  of  intending 
to  read  up  all  about  Dante  and  Savonarola  for  the  in- 
struction of  his  pupil-,  and  he  meant  to  perfect  her  in 
French,  with  the  aid  of  Mademoiselle  Louise,  and  to 
begin  Italian  with  her,  which  he  did  not  himself  know ; 

—  not  to  speak  of  the  English  reading,  which  the 
young  man,  still  in  the  height  of  his  lovedream,  had 
proposed  to  Agnes.  He  meant  that  his  wife  should  be 
no  pretty  lay  figure,  to  be  put  up  with  on  account  of 
her  prettiness;  on  the  contrary,  he  was  quite  decided  in 
his  resolution  to  form  her  mind,  and  make  her  worthy 
of  himself  and  her  new  station.  As  for  Agnes  herself, 
she  was  quite  willing,  and,  indeed,  eager.  The  evenings 
they  were  to  spend  together  over  their  books  —  the 
mornings  they  were  to  roam  together  among  the  pictures 

—  appeared  to  her  eyes  like  the  opening  vistas  of  an 
endless  paradise.  And  it  had  never  yet  entered  into 
her  mind  to  doubt  that  Roger  knew  a  hundred  times 
more  than  she  did,  and  was  quite  equal  to  the  charge 
he  had  taken  upon  himself  If  he  had  married  Miss 
Rogers,  who  was  the  baker's  daughter  at  Windholm 
and  had  been  to  a  very  good  boarding-school,  she  would 
have  brought  the  young  man  very  speedily  to  his  senses, 
and  to  a  due  estimate  of  his  position ;  but  as  for  Agnes, 
she  had  no  opinion  whatever  of  herself,  and  so  long  as 
her  sense  of  right  and  wrong  was  not  touched,  nor  her 
exquisite  natural  taste  and  instinct  of  fitness  interfered 
with,  she  was  the  most  docile  pupil  in  the  world. 

Thus    commenced  the    most    serious    and    eventful 
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period  of  these  two  young  lives.  Tliey  were  left  alone 
in  tlieir  ignorance  to  make  the  best  of  it  —  the  reins 
being  cliiefly  in  Roger's  hand,  who  had  undertaken  so 
confidently  to  make  their  six  months  in  Florence  not 
merely  a  pleasant  pause,  but  a  beautiful  preface  and 
course  of  preparation  for  life.  A  man  more  apt  to  be 
affected  by  chance  influences  did  not  exist  than  the 
young  man  who  thus  bound  himself  to  the  special  line 
of  action  which  his  present  thoughts  considered  neces- 
sary, "Of  course,  I  do  not  mean  that  we  are  never  to 
go  into  society,"  he  said,  as  he  discussed  his  plans. 
And  as  for  Agnes,  though  she  was  a  little  nervous, 
she  had  no  desire  to  avoid  society.  She  had,  on  the 
contrary,  a  settled  idea  in  her  head,  that  society,  in 
Roger's  sense  of  the  word,  was  in  reality  that  brilliant, 
beautiful  society  which  most  young  people  of  any  brains 
look  for  eagerly  but  vainly  on  their  introduction  to  the 
world.  Agnes  expected  that  everybody  she  encountered 
would  be  capable  of  brilliant  talk ,  of  wit  and  wisdom, 
equal  to  the  books  of  which  during  the  last  summer 
she  had  read  more  than  ever  before  in  her  life.  The 
dull  and  stupid  gossip  to  which  she  had  listened  at 
Windholm  seemed  to  her  to  belong  entirely  to  that  at- 
mosphere in  which  her  father  and  herself  had  got  lost, 
somehow,  out  of  their  natural  sphere.  But  now  the 
beautiful  and  seemly  were  to  be  the  rule  and  order  of 
her  life.  She  expected  to  meet  with  nothing  less  than 
that  exquisite  consideration  for  others,  that  power  of 
divining  elevated  sentiment,  and  calling  forth  the  real 
treasures  of  the  mind  and  spirit,  which  was  surely  what 
social  intercourse  meant  in  its  highest  development.  Thus 
she  went  forward  serenely  to  her  first  contact  with  such 
people  of  her  husband's  acquaintance  as  were  to  be  found 
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in  Florence.  In  sucli  a  refined  and  elevated  sphere, 
Agnes  felt  confident  that  her  little  shortcomings  would 
be  gently  judged.  She  had  no  more  conception  of 
refined  impertinence  utterly  outdoing  any  attempt  ever 
made  in  that  way  by  the  humble  Windholm  community, 
than  of  any  other  wicked  thing  in  that  little,  amusing, 
equivocal  Anglo-Italian  world. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

The  First  Step. 

Roger  Trevelyan  and  his  wife  were  in  the  Pitti 
Gallery  when  the  first  encounter  occurred  with  the  out- 
side world.  They  were  going  over  the  pictures  in  a 
leisurely  way,  in  all  the  ease  of  having  six  months  be- 
fore them.  Agnes,  like  most  uncultivated  people,  was 
not  quite  sure  what  to  think  about  the  pictures.  Not- 
withstanding the  fine  perceptions  of  her  mind,  her  eyes 
were  so  entirely  uneducated  that  this  new  delight  was 
not  nearly  so  great  a  delight  as  might  have  been  sup- 
posed. The  first  effect  produced  upon  her  by  the  new 
world  of  art  was,  indeed,  to  make  her  feel  very  stupid, 
and  confused,  and  shaken  in  her  ideas  of  beauty,  as 
she  passed  from  one  to  another  of  those  little  marvellous 
squares  of  canvas  which  Roger  informed  her  were  among 
the  most  celebrated  in  the  world.  Agnes  grew  more 
and  more  silent  and  puzzled.  She  felt  sure  the  fault 
must  lie  in  herself,  but  that  did  not  soften  the  pang  of 
her  disappointment;  for,  to  be  sure,  she  had  expected, 
as  was  natural,  that,  to  recognise  and  appreciate  the 
works  of  genius,  it  was  only  necessary  to  look  at 
them.     She  was   so   silent  and  so  puzzled,   that  even 
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Roger,  who  in  his  heart  did  not  care  a  straw  for  the 
pictiu-es,  but  who  was  aware  what  it  was  right  to  say- 
about  them,  was  somewhat  disappointed  too,  and  be- 
gan to  entertain  a  half  suspicion,  not  disagreeable  to 
his  mind,  that,  after  all,  Agnes  was  not  so  "superior" 
as  he  had  supposed,  even  in  the  natural  qualities  of 
the  mind  which  he  proposed  to  form. 

They  had  come  at  length,  however,  to  that  sombre 
room  in  which  the  picture  of  the  "Visitation"  occupies 
the  central  place;  and  as  Agnes  stood  and  looked  at  it, 
feeling  very  tired  in  body  and  confused  in  mind,  a 
sudden  gleam  of  light  at  last  came  out  of  the  picture 
into  her  face.  She  stood,  leaning  heavily  on  Roger's 
arm,  with  her  eyes  fixed  wistfully  upon  it,  her  lips 
apart  a  little,  and  a  certain  startled  sudden  perception 
in  her  face.  It  did  not  occur  to  her  at  that  moment 
that  she  was  looking  at  a  fine  picture;  it  only  came 
into  her  mind  suddenly,  like  a  flash  of  lightning,  that 
she  was  a  young  wife,  probably  destined  to  stand  in 
need  of  all  the  tender  sympathies  of  womankind,  and 
that  there  was  no  woman  in  the  world  likely  to  accost 
her  with  the  look  of  that  Elizabeth.  Such  was  the  first 
impression  drawn  by  Agnes  from  the  new  perplexing 
Ai*t,  to  which  she  had  been  introduced  with  so  little 
prepai-ation.  Any  loftier  meaning  that  there  might  be 
in  the  scene  escaped  her  for  the  moment.  She  stood  in 
a  trance  of  interest  regarding  the  divine  mystery  of 
nature  which  linked  these  two  women;  Mary,  with  her 
secret  in  her  heart  —  Elizabeth,  with  the  look  that 
divined,  and  asked,  and  replied,  all  in  a  moment.  The 
young  spectator,  too,  might  have  her  secret,  but  for 
her  there  was  no  Elizabeth.  Thus  Agnes  stood  looking 
at  them,  without  thought  of  anything  more  divine,  with 
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a  tender  envy,  as  at  two  women.  For  her,  too,  that 
sacred  mysterious  hour  of  consciousness  might  arise, 
but  she  had  neither  mother  nor  friend  to  read  it  in  her 
eyes.  This  was  the  thought  that  made  her  rapt  coun- 
tenance shine-,  but  at  that  moment  the  room  filled  sud- 
denly with  a  rustle  of  silks,  and  a  breath  of  perfume, 
and  an  English  voice.     The  voice  said  — 

"This  way,  my  dear;  here  is  the  picture  I  wanted 
you  to  see  —  'The  Visitation,'  by  Albertinelli.  I  be- 
lieve it  is  considered  his  best  work.  Come  to  this  side, 
this  is  the  best  light." 

"Ah!  mamma,"  said  another  voice,  "how  can  you? 
You  know  I  detest  that  debased  cinque-cento  taste;  it 
looks  precisely  like  one  of  the  windows  in  Brussels, 
only  the  distance  is  green  instead  of  blue;  and  just  the 
kind  of  ordinary  superficial  sentiment  that  suits  the 
vulgar  taste." 

Agnes  shrank  back  involuntarily  before  this  inter- 
ruption, and,  without  knowing  it,  brought  herself  and 
her  husband,  by  that  movement,  in  full  view  of  the 
new  party,  who  regarded  them  with  a  frank  and  straight- 
forward "British  stare."  But  this  stare,  and  the  new 
interest  awakened  by  it,  drove  the  "Visitation"  out  of 
everybody's  head. 

"Trevelyan,  by  Jove!"  cried  one  of  the  male  at- 
tendants of  the  new  comers. 

And  before  Agnes  could  recall  her  thoughts,  her 
husband  had  been  shaken  hands  with  all  round  with 
acclamations.  In  the  confusion  of  her  ideas,  the  young 
wife  was  not  aware  of  the  look  of  consternation  which 
came  upon  her  o^oi  face  as  she  felt  herself  thus  stand- 
ing upon  the  thi-eshold  of  the  new  world.  But  even  at 
that  moment  Agnes  caught  a  look  from  the  eyes  of  the 
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elder  lady,  wliicli  was  about  as  dift'erent  as  could  bo 
imagined  from  the  look  of  Elizabeth  —  a  look  of  in- 
quiry, not  to  say  suspicion;  and  then  the  poor  girl  felt 
herself  dissolving'  somehow  into  tlie  air,  till  she  was 
suddenly  recalled  to  herself  by  Koger's  voice. 

"I  am  very  glad  to  have  an  opportunity  of  pre- 
senting my  wife  to  you,  Lady  Charlton,"  said  Roger. 
"We  have  only  been  in  Florence  a  few  days.  Agnes, 
Lady  Charlton,  one  of  our  neighbours  at  home.  How 
lucky  that  we  should  have  met  licre!" 

"Quite  extraordinary!"  said  Lady  Charlton-,  and 
she  made  Agnes  a  magnificent  curtsy,  to  Avhich  the 
young  wife  responded  by  a  timid  bow  and  the  wistful 
little  momentary  smile  which  was  habitual  to  her  when 
she  met  any  one  for  the  first  time  —  a  smile  wliich 
said  so  plainly,  "You  are  better  than  I  am-,  bo  good  to 
me"  —  that  few  people  hitherto  had  been  quite  able 
to  resist  it.  The  new  acquaintance,  however,  sliowed 
no  symptoms  of  being  mollified.     Slie  said  — 

"I  am  sure  I  am  charmed  to  make  Mrs.  Trevelyan's 
acquaintance.  How  very  odd,  Lottie,  that  we  should 
have  heard  from  Cornwall  so  lately,  and  nobody  men- 
tioned the  marriage!  How  fortunate  you  are  in  being 
able  to  keep  it  all  snug  and  to  yourself!" 

"Oh,  that  is  all  over,  long  ago,"  said  Roger.  "I 
suppose  everybody  has  forgotten  us  by  this  time.  We 
are  at  Panizzi's,  on  the  Lung'  Arno,  and  1  liope  you 
will  come  and  see  us." 

"I  shall  do  myself  the  pleasure  of  calling  on  Mrs. 
Trevelyan,"  said  Lady  Charlton,  with  dignity.  "We 
are  at  Panizzi's  too.  I  want  my  daugliter  to  admire 
the  Albertinelli.  Now,  Lottie,  stand  here;  this  is  the 
best  light." 
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"Then  we  shall  look  for  you  shortly,"  said  Roger, 
with  the  best  grace  he  could  muster,  and  he  nodded  to 
Jack  Charlton,  who,  for  his  part,  took  off  his  hat  with 
an  air  of  profound  respect  to  his  friend's  new  and  pretty 
wife. 

Agnes  was  so  tired,  and  so  startled  by  this  un- 
expected event,  that  this  move  was  the  only  thing  that 
saved  her  from  a  catastrophe  and  faint;  for  the  heavy 
atmosphere  of  the  gallery,  the  stifling  air  produced  by 
the  braziers,  which  had  abeady  been  placed  there,  the 
unusual  exertion  both  of  mind  and  body,  and  finally 
Lady  Charlton,  with  her  perfume  and  her  large  party, 
taking  up  all  the  aii'  that  remained  in  the  room,  had 
altogether  had  an  overwhelming  effect  upon  the  young 
creature  fresh  from  Swiss  an-  and  liberty.  Koger  was 
much  alarmed  when  he  found  that  she  could  scarcely 
speak  as  he  led  her  away  —  first  alarmed,  and  then, 
as  was  natural,  puzzled  and  ready  to  be  angry. 

"You  don't  mean  to  say  that  it  is  Lady  Charlton 
who  has  done  this?"  he  said,  with  hasty  chagrin  and 
vexation,  and  hurried  her  downstairs  at  a  pace  which 
made  matters  worse.  "Put  down  your  veil,  at  least," 
said  the  young  husband.  "Good  heavens,  Agnes!  don't 
let  people  imagine  that  you  are  frightened  by  the  mere 
appearance  of  a  woman  you  don't  know." 

Poor  Agnes  felt  the  steps  flying  from  under  her; 
but  at  last  there  was  some  air  to  be  had,  and  she 
managed  to  retain  her  senses  and  consciousness  till  she 
reached  the  welcome  shelter  of  the  little  brougham 
which  awaited  them.  Then  after  a  moment,  when  she 
had  steadied  a  little,  she  made  her  defence. 

"I  was  not  frightened,"  she  said;  "it  was  the  want 
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of  air,  in  the  first  place,  and  tlie  fattigue;  and  dien  the 
picture " 

"Wliat  of  the  pictnre?  I  did  not  think  you  at  all 
excited  by  the  pictures,''  said  Rc^er,  who  was  radier 
in  the  mood  for  scolding,  '"^as  some  people  are.*''  He 
was  extremelv  fond  of  his  wife,  and  alarmed  by  her 
paleness,  but  he  was  only  hnman,  and  he  conld  not 
refrain  from  giving  her  this  little  prick  widi  his  spear 
in  passing.  Greater  self-denial  would  have  been  im- 
possible to  flesh  and  blood. 

**Xo."  said  Agnes:  "only  it  made  me  feel  some- 
how how  aJon^  I  am;  that  was  alL" 

"How  alone  yon  are!  by  Jove,''  said  Boger, 
growing  rather  red,  "that  is  a  very  poor  compliment 
to  me." 

"Hnsh,  you  know  I  didn't  mean  that  —  I  mean, 
I  have  not  a  woman  in  the  world  belonging  to  me," 
said  Asmes  —  "mother,  nor  sister — nor  £riend  scarce- 
ly:" and  the  yotmg  wife  sighed  again,  and  thought 
of  the  Elizabeth,  totally  unaware  that  Boger  hrealhed 
an  internal  "Heaven  be  praised!''  as  he  sat  by  her 
side, 

"Oh,  friends  are  not  difi&cult  to  pick  up,""  he  said, 
lightly.  ''Only.  Agnes,  for  heaven's  sake  don't  look 
50  scared  when  I  introduce  any  one  to  you.  Ton 
asked  me  about  your  manners  the  odier  day.  There 
is  nothing  in  the  least  wrong  with  your  manners;  but, 
whatever  you  do,  don't  look  frightened.  That  is  the 
only  thing  I  ask  of  you.  The  Charltons  are  neigh- 
bours, and  it  would  be  lucky  if  yon  took  to  each 
other:  but  I  don't  mean  to  dictate  to  yon  who  yon  are 
to  like:  only  just  this  one  thing  —  don't,  I  beseech, 
whatever  happens,  put  on  that  scared  look.'^ 
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"Did  I  look  scared?  I  did  not  know,"  said  Agnes, 
with  a  sudden  blush;  "it  was  with  being  so  tired,  I 
suppose." 

"I  hope  so,"  said  her  husband.  "You  must  not 
be  tired  another  time.  And  as  for  the  picture,  it  is 
not  what  one  would  call  a  great  picture,"  he  continued, 
returning  to  the  process  of  forming  her  mind;  "it  is  a 
good  specimen  of  the  master,  no  doubt,  but  he  is  not 
of  the  first  rank.  It  is  better  not  to  be  enthusiastic  at 
all  than  to  have  an  enthusiasm  badly  placed,"  Eoger 
added,  with  a  little  laugh.  He  was  half  in  jest,  to  be 
sure,  in  this  latter  observation,  but,  at  the  same  time, 
he  was  whole  in  earnest.  He  was  not  a  connoisseur, 
nor  learned  in  the  fine  arts  in  his  own  person,  but  he 
was  sufficiently  got  up  on  the  subject  to  be  aware 
that  one  of  the  most  general  symptoms  of  ignorance 
is  enthusiasm  for  the  wrong  thing,  and  against  this  it 
was  necessary  to  guard  his  pupil  without  delay. 

This  little  conversation  was  over  before  they  reached 
the  hotel.  As  for  Agnes,  she  was  not  affronted,  as 
many  young  wives  in  her  position  would  have  been. 
She  had  managed  to  make  the  transition  from  love- 
making  to  marriage  under  the  most  auspicious  circum- 
stances during  the  summer,  and  had  already  accustomed 
herself  to  that  conjugal  criticism  which  at  the  first 
shock  is  sufficiently  disenchanting  to  every  young  girl, 
who  marries  out  of  a  fantastic,  youthful  paradise  into 
a  real,  everyday  world.  She  had  got  over  it,  as  it  is 
comparatively  easy  to  do,  when  there  is  real  love  at 
the  bottom;  and  having,  like  her  father,  a  great  calm 
of  nature  which  it  was  difficult  to  ruffle,  Eoger's  ob- 
jections to  her  paleness  and  momentary  want  of  sym- 
pathy did  not  rouse  her  to  arms  instantly,  as  it  might 
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have  done  in  some  cases.  And  to  tell  tlie  truth, 
tlioug'li  a  little  startled  by  her  first  aspect,  Agnes  was 
not  in  the  least  afraid  of  Lady  Charlton.  Tims  they 
drove  back  to  their  hotel  without  the  least  breach  of 
the  peace,  and  resumed  their  studies  in  the  evening  as 
if  nothing  had  happened.  But,  nevertheless,  something 
had  happened.  Roger  was  distracted  from  his  French 
conversation  (in  which,  notwithstanding  his  efforts  on 
Agnes's  behalf,  he  was  himself  far  from  being  strong) 
without  knowing  it,  by  the  fact  that  Jack  Charlton 
was  in  the  house,  who  knew  everybody  he  himself 
knew,  and,  no  doubt,  could  tell  him  what  people  were 
saying  at  home  about  the  marriage  —  which  Roger 
could  not  help  supposing  must  possess  a  certain  interest, 
at  least,  for  everybody  in  the  county.  Lady  Charlton 
had  looked  a  little  impertinent,  and  so  had  her  daugh- 
ter, and,  on  the  whole,  the  young  husband  could  not 
help  feeling  that  this  accident  had  disturbed  the  honey- 
moon tranquillity  and  absorption  of  his  life. 

Li  fact,  before  the  evening  was  over,  Roger  found 
an  opportunity  to  stray  off  into  the  more  public  regions 
of  the  hotel  in  search  of  his  old  friend*  He  said  — 
"I'd  like  to  have  a  little  talk  with  Jack  Charlton;  he 
and  I  used  to  be  great  friends.  I'll  leave  you  for  half 
an  hour  to  your  novel,  Agnes."  When  he  was  gone, 
however,  it  was  not  to  the  novel  that  Agnes  addressed 
herself.  Novels  grow  less  interesting  when  one  is  in 
the  full  tide  of  one's  own  history,  and  subject  to  ex- 
periences more  exciting  than  anything  in  fiction.  The 
young  wife  let  the  book  fall  when  Roger  left  her,  and 
took  to  thinking.  It  was  impossible,  even  had  she 
possessed  the  temper  of  an  angel,  for  Agnes  to  suppose 
that  she  had  met  with  a  gracious  reception  from  her 
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husband's  old  friend,  and  involuntarily,  before  she  was 
aware  of  it,  Mrs.  Freke's  warnings  and  her  own 
thoughts  thereupon  returned  to  her  mind.  What  if 
she  were  about  to  find  out  for  herself  all  the  disad- 
vantages of  an  unequal  marriage  —  to  encounter 
women  not  gracious  and  sympathetic,  like  the  ladies 
of  her  imagination,  but  hard  and  unfriendly,  who  would 
criticise  and  see  through  her,  and  convict  her  as  an 
impostor?  All  this  gleamed  like  a  vision  of  affright 
across  her  mind;  but  strangely  enough,  Agnes  was  not 
dismayed  by  it,  as  she  had  been  after  that  conversa- 
tion with  Mrs.  Freke.  She  was,  so  far,  more  foolish 
than  she  had  been  then,  that  her  youthful  confidence 
in  love  was  stronger  than  ever.  She  smiled  in  her 
heart  as  she  thought  how  little  it  could  matter  to  Roger, 
who  loved  her,  what  Lady  Charlton  or  anybody  said. 
She  herself  would  be  glad  to  please  his  friends  for 
his  sake;  but  having  him,  the  rest  of  the  world  was 
secondary  and  unimportant  to  Agnes.  With  this  thought 
she  dismissed  what  little  inquietude  she  had,  and  went 
back  with  a  smile  to  her  novel,  and  laughed  at  Roger's 
guilty  face,  when  he  returned,  not  in  half  an  hour, 
but  in  an  hour  and  a  half.  For  his  part,  he  was  so 
glad  to  find  that  his  absence  had  not  vexed  her,  that 
the  clouds  of  his  inquietude  passed  at  least  from  his 
face;  and  so  there  came  a  peaceful  and  pleasant  close 
to  the  evening,  which  they  might  well  have  kept  as  a 
fast  and  vigil,  had  they  known  what  consequences  it 
was  to  produce. 

These  consequences,  however,  were  not  in  the  least 
tragic  to  start  with,  nor  was  there  any  conspiracy 
commenced  against  the  peace  of  the  young  wife  or  the 
faithfulness    of  the  husband,   as  sometimes  occurs,    at 
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least  in  books.  No  such  intentions  were  in  the  mind 
of  Lady  Charlton  or  her  daughter,  as  they  held  a  con- 
sultation on  the  subject  over  the  fire.  They  were 
seated  there  both  of  them  cozily  enough,  with  the 
ordinary  details  of  work  and  books,  and  pretty  trifles 
on  the  table,  which  are  necessary  to  the  comfort  of 
Englishwomen  in  general.  Miss  Charlton,  who  was  a 
few  years  older  than  Agnes,  had,  like  Agnes,  a  novel 
in  her  hand;  but  my  lady,  for  her  part,  had  passed 
the  age  when  novels  are  interesting.  She  was  warming 
her  slippered  feet  at  the  bright  wood  fire,  and  making 
herself  comfortable;  and  naturally,  unoccupied  as  she 
was,  interrupting  from  time  to  time  her  daughter's 
enjoyment  of  her  book. 

"I  don't  quite  know  what  to  do,  Lottie,"  said  Lady 
Charlton,  with  a  little  contraction  on  her  forehead; 
"  Roger  Trevelyan  was  always  an  honest  boy.  He  never 
would  have  dared  to  introduce  his  wife  to  me  as  he 
did,  unless  it  had  been  all  right.  He  never  would  at- 
tempt to  take  me  in,  I  am  sure  —  and  yet  Beatrice 
did  tell  you  he  was  in  some  scrape  or  other,  you  say? 
I  do  wish  you  would  put  down  that  ridiculous  novel  a 
little,  and  attend  to  me." 

"Yes,  mamma,  this  moment,"  said  Miss  Charlton, 
dutifully;  and  she  glanced  over  the  next  page,  and 
then  threw  her  book  on  the  table.  "What  queer 
pictures  these  sort  of  people  give  of  society!"  she  said, 
laughing.  "Such  guys  we  must  all  appear  outside,  if 
anybody  believes  them.  I  think  one  ought  to  take  to 
writing  novels  one's-self,  to  set  these  ridiculous  crea- 
tures right." 

"I  beg  you  won't  do  anything  of  the  sort,"  said 
Lady  Charlton,  with  asperity,  "and  ruin  all  your  pro- 
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spects.  Please  to  give  me  your  attention,  Lottie.  I 
was  speaking  of  the  Trevelyans.  I  daresay  Roger  lias 
been  very  foolish,  but  I  can't  help  feeling  a  conviction 
that  he  never  would  have  tried  to  deceive  me,  and  that 
it  must  be  all  right." 

"Probably,  mamma,"  said  Miss  Charlton. 

'''' ProhaMy^  mamma!"  echoed  her  mother.  "I  wish 
you  would  take  the  trouble  to  show  a  little  interest  in 
what  I  am  saying." 

"You  know  I  never  could  bear  gossip,"  said  Miss 
Lottie.  "Of  course  it's  all  right.  Roger  Trevelyan  is 
much  too  great  a  goose  to  take  anybody  in;  and  as 
for  the  little  girl,  she  looked  pretty,  I  thought  — 
pretty,  but  out  of  her  mind  with  fright  or  something. 
It  would  be  fun  to  hear  Roger  coaching  her  how  to 
behave." 

"I  wish  you  would  not  use  such  words,"  said  Lady 
Charlton.  "I  don't  think  Roger  himself  knows  very 
well  how  to  behave.  Beatrice  is  dreadfully  manieree^ 
and  Sir  Roger  is  something  too  frightful  to  think  of. 
Besides,  it  is  not  in  the  nature  of  things  that  a  man 
could  teach  a  woman  how  to  conduct  herself  in  society. 
I  have  seen  clever  women  out  of  the  lower  classes 
who  picked  it  up  wonderfully  well;  but  it  is  quite  ridi- 
culous to  think  of  getting  any  good  in  that  way  from 
a  man." 

"Well,"  said  Lottie,  laughing,  "if  she  is  not  vulgar 
or  stupid,  it  would  be  great  fun  to  take  her  up  and 
coach  her  one's-self." 

"Lottie,  I  desire  you  will  do  nothing  of  the  sort," 
said  Lady  Charlton,  with  natural  irritation.  "I  can't 
imagine  what  next  you  will  suggest.  I  think  I  will 
call  to-morrow,   as  I  promised  Roger;   perhaps   Jack 
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may  tiiid  out  something  about  tliera  from  some  of  the 
men  he  is  always  picking  up,  and  it  will  be  easy  to 
discover,  when  we  begin  to  talk,  what  sort  of  people 
she  belongs  to.  Only,  don't  set  up  one  of  your  ridi- 
culous friendships,  as  you  are  so  fond  of  doing;  I  can- 
not permit  that." 

"Friendship  for  a  little  bit  of  girl  who  admires  a 
cinque  cento  picture,  and  is  frightened  for  you!''  said 
Miss  Lottie,  incautiously,  with  the  least  possible  em- 
phasis.    "I  hope  I  have  not  quite  come  to  that." 

"You  might  at  least  speak  with  civility,"  said  Lady 
Charlton.  "It  is  very  little  help  I  can  get  from  a  con- 
sultation with  you.  If  she  was  frightened,  poor  thing, 
it  was  not  wonderful  —  a  girl  belonging  to  the  lower 
classes  of  society  suddenly  brought  into  contact  with  a 
person  of  my  position.  It  is  the  only  thing  that  pre- 
possesses me  in  her  favour,"  said  my  lady,  poking  the 
fire,  and  approaching  closer  her  velvet  slipper,  to  which 
Miss  Charlton  only  replied  by  a  laugh;  and  the  con- 
versation ended  by  the  younger  lady  resuming  her 
novel,  and  the  elder  one  —  for  the  Tramontana  was 
blowing  outside  —  drawing  nearer  to  the  cheerful  fire. 
These  were  not  the  ladies  of  Agnes's  imagination  — 
which  meant  so  many  feminine  versions  of  the  early 
knights  of  Arthur,  before  falsehood  made  its  appear- 
ance at  the  Round  Table.  Miss  Charlton  knew  a  great 
deal  more  about  the  Round  Table  than  Agnes  did,  and 
could  have  discussed  it  in  all  its  bearings,  artistical 
and  philosophic,  but  she  was  much  too  experienced  a 
woman  to  believe  in  the  existence  of  any  such  piece  of 
ideal  furniture  in  the  everyday  world. 


15* 


228  AGNES. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

Lady  Charlton's  Visit. 

Roger  Trevelyan  showed  a  little  anxiety  next 
morning  about  his  wife's  toilette  —  not  that  he  said 
much  to  herself  on  the  subject,  but  that  Agnes,  whose 
faculties  of  observation  were  a  little  excited,  divined 
that  he  had  intimated  to  Mademoiselle  Louise  that  her 
mistress's  dress  required  special  care,  which,  on  the 
whole,  was  not  a  mode  of  action  agreeable  to  Agnes. 
Her  relief  was  great,  however ,  when  she  found  herself 
permitted  to  put  on  the  dress  which  she  herself  sug- 
gested, and  which  was  the  most  simple  she  possessed. 
It  was,  besides,  one  in  which  Agnes  felt  happier  than 
usual,  seeing  that  it  was  made  as  nearly  on  the  model 
of  her  old  grey  Windholm  dress  as  an  elegant  Parisian 
confection  permitted.  It  was  a  refined  version  of  the 
blacksmith's  daughter  which  appeared  in  this  second 
grey  gown,  and  Agnes  was  vaguely  conscious  of  the 
difference;  but  still,  notwithstanding  the  difference,  it 
was  the  same;  and  then  Louise  took  the  oppor- 
tunity of  applauding  the  good  taste  of  madame.  This 
was  a  compliment  extremely  grateful  to  her  feelings 
at  the  moment.  Had  it  really  been  good  taste,  and 
not  a  stupid  girlish  fancy,  that  made  her  like  her 
gown  of  grey?  And  was  that  why  Roger  had  ordered 
for  her  another  dress  so  nearly  the  same,  though  so 
much  more  dainty?  This  latter  idea,  however,  spoiled 
her  pleasure  a  little,  for  she  had  accepted  the  grey 
dress  not  as  a  proof  of  her  own  good  taste  approved 
by  her  husband,  but  as  one  of  those  delicate  flatteries 
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of  love  which  arc  all  the  more  exquisite  when  they 
have  nothing  to  do  with  taste.  If  it  was  not  that  the 
dress  in  which  he  had  first  seen  her  was  beautiful  to 
Eoger,  apart  altogether  from  its  intrinsic  qualities,  his 
gift  of  a  second  like  it  became  an  ordinary  gift,  about 
which  there  was  no  need  for  any  particular  sentiment; 
and,  in  fact,  this  consideration  restored  the  composure 
of  the  young  wife  as  she  completed  her  simple  toilette. 
And  as  the  morning  passed,  Agnes  could  not  help 
smiling  a  little  at  her  husband's  anxiety.  He  went 
round  the  room,  pulling  the  things  about,  with  a  vain 
attempt  after  that  elegant  disorder  which  can  only  be 
made  by  a  woman.  Roger's  efforts  resulted  simply  in 
a  general  aspect  of  untidiness ,  which  offended  the  eye 
of  Agnes;  but,  unfortunately,  her  ideas  were  still  in  a 
rudimentary  state  on  this  point.  She  put  the  disordered 
articles  "straight"  again,  with  a  rectangular  correctness 
which  was  more  like  the  blacksmith's  parlour  than 
Mrs.  Trevelyan's  drawing-room,  and  Roger  paused  with 
dismay  to  perceive  that  in  this  particular  Agnes  had 
not  seen  her  deficiencies.  The  only  thing  he  could  do, 
was  to  toss  some  books  on  the  table  after  his  own 
fashion,  and  retire  to  the  window  in  a  little  fume  of 
impatience.  "Lottie  Charlton  has  not  half  the  head, 
nor  the  heart  —  nor  anything,"  the  vexed  husband 
said  to  himself;  "she  is  no  more  to  be  compared  to 
Agnes  than  —  than  Louise  is:  but  how  different  her 
room  would  have  looked!"  —  and  the  young  man 
glanced  with  vexation  round  the  tidy  apartment.  As 
for  Agnes,  the  only  thing  she  could  see  to  find  fault 
with  was  the  "litter"  on  the  table,  and  when  Roger 
dragged  her  shawl  and  hat  into  the  room  and  threw 
them  down  on  the  sofa,  she  thought  he  was  mad.     Be- 
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fore  Lady  Charlton  made  lier  appearance,  Mrs.  Tre- 
veljan  took  away  the  hat,  and  put  back  some  of  the 
chairs  into  "their  proper  places;"  and  this  aspect  of 
affairs  produced,  as  might  have  been  expected,  its  na- 
tural effect  upon  the  visitors,  whose  eyes  were  very 
widely  awake  to  signs  of  this  description.  Roger,  who 
had  been  absent  for  a  moment,  and  who  entered  with 
them,  had  to  rush  about,  bewildered,  and  seek  chairs 
for  his  amused  visitors  from  the  prim  row  which  stood 
against  the  wall. 

"I  believe  you  don't  know  our  county,  Mrs.  Tre- 
velyan,"  said  Lady  Charlton.  "I  assure  you  it  is  one 
of  the  best  counties  in  England  for  society,  as  well  as 
other  things.  You  will  find  us  a  little  odd-fashioned, 
I  dare  say,  if  you  have  been  used  to  going  a  gi-eat 
deal  into  the  world." 

"Oh  no  —  not  at  all,"  said  Agnes,  with  a  sudden 
blush  covering  her  face. 

"No? —  to  be  sure,  you  are  very  young,"  said  the 
visitor.  "I  do  not,  for  my  part,  approve  of  bringing 
girls  out  too  young.  My  Lottie  was  only  seventeen 
when  she  burst  into  society  —  and  of  course  people 
will  say  she  is  fifty  in  a  year  or  two  —  but  an  only 
daughter  is  always  wilful.  I  cannot  think  how  my 
friend  Roger  managed  matters  so  slyly.  I  actually 
never  heard  a  word  of  his  marriage  till  I  had  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  you." 

"A  noisy  wedding  is  always  a  horrible  bore,"  said 
Roger,  coming  to  the  rescue.  "I  suppose  ladies  like 
it,  but  it's  something  too  serious  to  the  chief  sufferer." 

"That  is  because  nobody  takes  any  notice  of  the 
unhappy  bridegroom,"  said  Miss  Charlton.  "He  is  a 
kind   of  necessary   evil;    the   best   thing  would   be  to 


LADY  Charlton's  visit.  231 

keep  liim  in  a  box  until  the  moment  wlien  it  is  ne- 
cessaiy  for  some  one  to  take  the  bride  away.  The 
MTetch  always  looks  like  an  ogre,  ready  to  eat  the  poor 
girl  up  and  pick  her  bones.  Now,  didn't  he,  Mrs.  Tre- 
velyan  —  I  appeal  to  you?" 

"Don't  talk  such  nonsense,  Lottie,  I  beg,"  said  her 
mother.  "I  feel  sure  Mrs.  Trevelyan  thought  nothing 
of  the  kind.  It  will  be  so  nice  for  Roger  to  show  you 
our  fine  scenery  for  the  first  time.  Which  is  your  own 
county?  It  depends  so  much  on  what  kind  of  landscape 
one  has  been  used  to,  whether  one  appreciates  it  or 
not." 

"Oh,  I  have  always  lived  —  not  very  far  from 
London,"  said  Agnes,  reading  a  warning,  which  only 
confused  her,  in  Roger's  eye. 

"Not  very  far  from  London,"  said  Lady  Charlton 
—  "but  in  which  direction?  London  is  such  a  large 
word.  If  it  was  in  Surrey,  I  am  sure  you  must  know 
the  Umfravilles.    She  is  such  an  old  friend  of  mine." 

"But  it  was  —  in  —  Middlesex,"  said  poor  Agnes, 
more  perplexed  than  ever. 

"Oh,"  said  Lady  Charlton,  "then  we  know  quantities 
of  people  there.  Why,  we  spent  last  Christmas  at 
Wentmore,  and  I  think  every  soul  in  the  county  came 
to  dinner  while  we  were  there.  We  must  have  met 
you,  or  some  of  your  family.  What  an  odd  coincidence, 
Lottie!     Mrs.  St.  Maur  is  charming,  is  she  not?" 

"I  am  afraid  you  must  not  expect  my  wife  to  know 
many  people,"  said  Roger,  who  was  a  little  flushed, 
while  Agnes,  driven  to  her  wit's  end,  had  lost  her  usual 
grace  and  sat  bolt  upright  in  her  chair,  in  a  state  of 
mind  indescribable,  feeling  herself  an  impostor  and 
pretender  who  was  about  to  be  found  out.     "She  has 
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always  been  a  little  recluse.  I  don't  think  a  French 
girl  brought  up  in  a  convent  could  have  seen  less  of 
the  world." 

"Oh,  a  convent!  —  were  you  brought  up  in  a 
convent?"  said  Miss  Lottie,  who  began  to  enter  into 
the  spirit  of  the  sport.  "Then  you  are  sure  to  have  a 
beautiful  accent,  and  I  must  have  you  to  talk  French 
with  me.  J^ai  V accent  le  plus  detestable,  moi.  It  is  all 
along  of  not  being  properly  brought  up.  Mamma 
ought  to  have  had  us  taught  before  we  could  speak  — 
but  I  assure  you  it  is  quite  odious  to  hear  us,  both 
Jack  and  me." 

"I  do  wish  you  would  not'  talk  such  nonsense, 
Lottie,"  said  her  mother,  unconsciously  defeating  this 
new  line  of  attack.  "If  you  do  not  speak  French  well, 
it  is  entirely  your  own  fault.  But  as  for  knowing 
people,  I  am  sure,  when  Mrs.  Trevelyan  and  I  come  to 
talk  it  over,  we  shall  find  that  we  have  several  mutual 
friends.  I  assure  you  it  is  quite  extraordinary  to  find 
how  people  are  linked  together.  I  always  say  every- 
body is  connected  with  everybody  else,  and  I  don't 
think  I  ever  talked  to  anyone  for  half  an  hour,  without 
finding  out  that  some  one  else  was  the  dearest  friend 
of  both.  But  in  the  meantime,  you  have  not  given  us 
any  of  your  news.  How  is  Beatrice?  Is  not  she 
charming,  Mrs.  Trevelyan?  —  such  a  good  manner, 
and  still  so  handsome.  I  remember  when  she  was  one 
of  the  prettiest  girls  in  Cornwall.  But  that  passes,  you 
know,  and  that  great  friend  of  hers,  Mrs.  Cadogan. 
Poor  thing,  what  a  sad,  sad  story  that  was!" 

"What  was?"  asked  Roger,  eagerly.  "We  have 
been  away  all  summer,  and  neither  Agnes  nor  I  are 
up  in  the  news." 
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"All,  lioneymooning,"  said  Lady  Charlton,  witli  a 
smile;  but  she  gave  her  daughter  an  expressive  glance. 
And  all  this  time  Agnes  sat  upright  in  her  chair,  with 
Avords  fluttering  upon  her  lips,  which  Roger's  look 
prevented  her  from  uttering,  and  with  a  miserable  sense 
of  guilt,  as  though  she  was  there  in  disguise  and  might 
be  found  out  at  any  moment.  Why  might  she  not  say 
that  she  did  not  know  Beatrice,  and  was  innocent  of 
any  news  about  anybody?  After  all,  it  was  not  a  crime 
to  be  ignorant  of  people  who  had  never  come  in  her 
way.  Even  Mrs.  Rogers,  the  baker,  who  was  considered 
very  particular  inWindholm,  would  never  have  dreamt 
of  demanding  that  a  new-comer  should  know  all  the 
bakers  of  her  district.  But  this  suggestion  came  much 
later,  when  Agnes  had  time  to  think,  and  began  to  see 
faintly  a  dim  gleam  of  absurdity  in  the  situation,  which 
lightened  its  weight. 

Li  the  meantime,  the  horror  and  pain  were  un- 
mitigated, and  the  poor  young  wife  sat  silent,  not 
only  like  a  culprit,  but  like  a  fool,  without  a  word 
to  say. 

And  then  a  narrative  ensued,  to  which  she  listened 
abstractedly,  with  wretched  attempts  to  appear  interested. 
But  it  was  full  of  names  which  she  heard  for  the  first 
time,  and  personal  allusions  of  which  she  could  not 
possibly  understand  the  meaning.  Notwithstanding 
Roger's  anxiety,  he  grew  interested  after  a  while,  and 
he  and  Lady  Charlton  and  Lottie  maintained  the  con- 
versation briskly,  leaving  poor  Agnes  so  solitary,  so 
ignorant,  so  foreign  to  the  society  which  they  all  knew, 
that,  if  she  had  relaxed  her  self-control  for  a  moment, 
she  might  have  burst  into  tears  or  fainted  —  two  things 
equally  horrible  to  think  of.     Agnes,  however,  though 
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feeling  all  the  pain  of  her  position  vividly,  had  for- 
tunately a  power  of  self-control  hitherto  unknown  to 
herself.  She  was  like  a  young  soldier  who  finds  him- 
self armed  without  knowing  it  with  the  weapons  most 
essential  to  his  safety,  which  he  uses  only  by  instinct, 
without  any  training.  Agnes  had  come  into  the  world 
with  all  that  armoury  for  which,  in  her  peaceful  life, 
she  had  found  no  use;  and  there  was  something  piteous 
in  the  sensation  with  which  she  became  aware  of  the 
shield  and  buckler  which  nature  had  provided  her  with, 
but  which,  up  to  that  moment,  she  had  never  wanted 
before.  She  smiled  over  this  unsuspected  corselet  at 
her  enemies  when  they  made  a  feint  of  appealing  to 
her.  It  was  evident  to  Agnes  that  Lady  Charlton  and 
Miss  Lottie  were  as  conscious  of  her  ignorance  as  she 
herself  was,  and  she  held  her  shield  all  the  more  firmly 
in  consequence  of  these  attempts  to  make  her  failure 
apparent. 

"Now  we  must  really  go,"  said  Lady  Charlton;  "I 
am  afraid  you  must  think  me  a  sad  gossip,  but  it  is  so 
pleasant  to  have  so  much  to  tell!  You  must  have  made 
your  husband  quite  careless  of  everything  but  yourself, 
which  is  very  naughty  of  you;  though,  to  be  sure,  there 
is  nothing  else  to  be  expected  in  a  honeymoon!  Good 
morning,  Mrs.  Trevelyan.  Roger  is  an  old  friend  of 
ours,  and  we  must  see  a  great  deal  of  you,"  said  my 
lady,  graciously.  She  looked  at  Roger  as  she  spoke, 
but  still  it  was  Agnes  whom  she  addressed. 

"Grood-bye,"  said  Miss  Charlton;  "mamma  will 
never  let  you  rest  till  she  has  found  out  that  you  know 
some  people  we  know.  It  is  her  passion,"  said  the 
younger  assailant  with  a  smile,  not  knowing  in  the 
least  that  the  young  creature  she  was  speaking  to  — 
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younger  tliau  lierself  by  several  years  —  liacl  in  lier 
desperation  clntclied  at  lier  natural  weapons,  and  was 
no  longer  a  defenceless  creature,  unable  to  protect 
herself. 

"Good-bye,"  said  Agnes.  "But  I  should  like  Lady 
Charlton  to  know  that  what  Mr.  Trevelyan  said  was 
quite  true,  and  that  I  don't  know  anybody,  —  except 
some  poor  people,  whom  I  am  sure  you  did  not  meet 
in  Middlesex,"  she  added,  drawing  her  breath  a  little 
quick,  and  smiling  in  her  turn,  with  eyes  which  saw 
the  sport  as  distinctly  as  Lottie  did.  The  two  ladies 
went  out  of  the  room  quickly  after  this,  with  a  sense 
of  discomfiture  which  the  simple  words  of  Agnes  seemed 
totally  inadequate  to  produce. 

"Goodness,  what  an  impertinent  girl!  What  does 
she  mean  by  her  poor  people?"  Lady  Charlton  said, 
with  a  flushed  and  uncomfortable  countenance;  and 
even  Miss  Lottie  withdrew  downstairs  with  a  conscious- 
ness of  defeat. 

Xaturally,  the  moment  after  their  exit  was  an  an- 
xious one  to  the  husband  and  wife,  both  of  whom 
j)reserved  a  kind  of  breathless  silence,  expecting  the 
other  to  speak.  Roger,  for  his  part,  expected  Agnes 
to  burst  into  tears  and  make  her  complaint  over  her 
visitor's  rudeness;  and  Agnes,  who  felt  herself  wounded, 
expected,  perhaps,  an  apology  from  her  husband, 
perhaps  some  tender  consolatory  speeches,  perhaps  a 
little  admonition,  and  entreaty  that  she  would  try  to 
talk  to  his  friends.  But  as  each  waited  for  the  other 
to  begin,  there  ensued  an  uncomfortable  expectant 
silence,  which  was  exciting,  and  felt  to  each  like  a 
defiance.  It  might  have  been  better  for  both  if  they 
had   spoken;   but   neither   did  speak,   and  the   uncom- 
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fortable  pause  settled  down  between  tliem  as  if  it  liad 
been  something  actual  and  tangible.  When  the  op- 
portunity was  lost,  both  concluded  that  it  was  not  for 
her  or  him  to  begin  complaining;  and  so  a  sense  of 
mingled  disappointment  and  relief,  and  tantalizing 
failure,  took  the  place  of  their  usual  sympathy.  The 
honeymoon  was  over  for  ever  and  ever.  After  a  few 
minutes,  Agnes  drew  her  chair  to  the  fire  with  a  ner- 
vous shivering  to  which  she  was  subject  when  she  had 
been  anyhow  excited,  and  Roger  took  up  his  hat. 

"This  day  is  lost  for  any  sight-seeing,"  he  said-, 
"that's  always  the  way  with  morning  visitors;  they 
waste  one's  time  dreadfully.  I'll  go  and  have  a  chat 
with  Jack  Charlton  before  dinner,  and  23erhaps  bring 
him  up  to  see  you.     I  think  you'll  like  7m?i." 

"Will  he  ask  me  how  many  people  I  know?"  said 
Agnes,  not  without  a  gleam  of  humour;  but  Roger 
made  believe  that  he  had  not  heard  the  question,  and 
hurried  off"  downstairs,  very  well  inclined  for  a  quarrel 
with  somebody. 

As  for  Agnes,  she  did  not  feel  very  gay  when  she 
was  left  alone.  Her  Table  Round  had  melted  into  thin 
air  before  her  eyes.  Roger's  friends  were  not  the  sweet 
and  thoughtful  creatures  of  her  imagination  —  the  wo- 
men of  books  and  poems.  Barring  that  they  were 
better  dressed  and  had  a  more  refined  mode  of  speak- 
ing, they  were  wonderfully  like  the  baker's  wife  at 
Windholm,  who  gave  tea-parties  sometimes,  and  was 
an  authority.  Agnes  felt  that  they  had  come  not  on  a 
mission  of  kindness,  but  to  find  her  out  and  confuse 
her,  and  make  her  commit  herself,  if  possible.  And 
not  only  they,  but  Beatrice,  her  husband's  sister,  to 
whom  the  heart  of  the  young  wife  yearned,   but  who 
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liad  not  so  much  as  told  lier  friends  that  her  brother 
was  married!  Her  cheeks  flushed  with  a  painful  heat 
and  colour.  They  had  done  their  best  to  humiliate 
her,  and  that  in  the  eyes  of  her  husband.  Agnes  did 
not  cry  over  it,  as  she  would  have  done  had  she  been 
the  defenceless  creature  they  thought  her.  She  did 
not  cry,  because  she  had  found  weapons  thrust  into  her 
hands  quite  suddenly,  without  knowing  how,  as  if  it 
had  been  by  some  unseen  second,  and  had  made  sud- 
den use  of  them  also  without  knowing  how;  but  all  the 
more  for  that  she  felt  the  dastardly  character  of  the 
attack,  and  resented  it  in  her  heart. 

That,  however,  was  only  one  part  of  the  business. 
The  assailants  were  full  of  unkind  intentions,  but  in 
themselves  they  were  nothing  to  Agnes;  the  worst  of 
all  was ,  that  she  had  been  left  to  bear  their  assault 
alone.  Perhaps  Roger  had  done  it  in  kindness,  think- 
ing it  best  so  to  divert  their  attention;  but,  in  reality, 
he  had  gone  over  to  their  side,  and  interested  himself 
in  their  talk,  and  left  his  helpless  wife  alone  in  her 
ignorance.  In  this  mild  way,  one  of  the  hardest  of  a 
woman's  trials,  the  pain  of  seeing  her  husband  comport 
himself  unworthily,  came  suddenly  upon  the  young 
wife.  She  thought  it  was  not  any  wounded  feeling  on 
her  own  part  that  moved  her;  the  pain  was  because  he 
had  not  done  what  he  ought  to  have  done.  He  ought 
to  have  come  to  her  side  openly  and  frankly;  he  ought 
to  have  said,  "My  wife  knows  no  one  whom  you  know, 
Lady  Charlton;  she  has  to  make  acquaintance  yet  with 
the  world.  We  two  have  our  life  before  us,  and  we 
mean  to  make  our  friends  together."  But  that  was  not 
in  the  least  what  Roger  had  done;  he  had  made  faint 
apologies  for  her,   and  silenced  her  with  his  eye,   and 
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gone  over  to  the  enemy's  side.  Tliis  was  the  idea  that 
Agnes  contended  with,  slowly  and  painfully,  as  she  sat 
over  the  fire.  It  was  not  a  sudden  awakening  out  of 
the  love-blindness  into  an  enlightenment  which  is  fatal 
to  love;  for  true  love,  even  in  the  heart  of  a  young  wo- 
man of  twenty,  is  a  healthy  plant,  and  can  bear  a  great 
many  shocks.  It  was  only  a  dim  sort  of  consciousness, 
struggling  into  light  against  her  wish,  that  Eoger,  who 
was  'so  fond  of  her,  had  not  stood  by  her  at  the  first 
critical  moment.  He  loved  her,  but  his  courage  had 
failed  him,  and  for  the  moment  he  had  left  her  to  her 
fate.  It  was  an  unpleasant  sort  of  spectre  to  come 
face  to  face  with  in  these  early  days,  and  the  sight  of 
it  chilled  her  so  much  that  she  felt  cold,  and  shivered, 
and  drew  still  closer  to  the  fire;  and  then  naturally 
softer  thoughts  intervened,  and  she  began  to  excuse 
Roger.  Very  likely  it  was  to  divert  the  attention  of 
these  keen-sighted  women  from  her  ignorance  and  awk- 
wardness; but  then  it  was  of  itself  a  pang  to  believe 
that  Eoger  had  begun  to  be  conscious  of  her  awkward- 
ness. Anything  in  the  world  that  she  might  have 
chosen  to  do  in  the  Windholm  parlour  would  have  be- 
come full  of  grace  to  the  chief  spectator  from  the  mere 
fact  that  she  did  it.  And  Agnes,  like  most  other  young 
wives,  found  it  a  little  hard,  a  little  strange,  to  wake 
up  in  the  new  world,  where  she  had  expected  to  be 
better  loved,  and  to  find  that  she  had  now  to  be  judged 
by  reasonable  rules,  and  that  those  prepossessed  eyes 
which  saw  nothing  but  good  in  her  had  lost  their 
heavenly  glamour.  And  yet  Roger  was  entirely  to  be 
excused  when  she  came  to  put  herself  in  his  position, 
and  to  look  at  matters  from  the  other  side.  It  was 
hard  upon  him  to  have  a  wife  who  knew  nobody;  who 
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sat  with  lier  moutli  sliiit  in  stupid  silence,  or  could 
open  it  only  to  commit  herself  and  show  to  everybody 
what  a  mesaUiance  he  had  made. 

And  then  Agnes  asked  herself  why  she  could  not 
have  taken  it  more  lightly;  why  she  could  not  have 
laughed  without  effort,  and  said  naturally  as  she  would 
have  said  to  any  woman  in  Windholm,  "I  don't  know 
anybody,  but  I  am  very  fond  of  stories,  and  I  should 
like  to  know  all  about  the  people  whom  Eoger  knows." 
That  would  have  been,  if  only  she  had  been  equal  to 
the  situation,  the  thing  to  do.  But  instead  of  this  she 
had  looked  nervous,  and  frightened,  and  hesitating; 
had  grown  pale  and  grown  red ,  and  smiled  a  wretched 
forced  smile,  and  felt  herself  abandoned  and  desolate, 
which  it  was  very  foolish  to  do.  The  only  excuse  she 
could  find  for  herself  was ,  that  she  had  not  in  the  least 
expected  to  meet  with  this  mode  of  attack.  She  had 
taken  it  for  granted  that  it  was  quite  natural  she  should 
know  nobody.  Vague  terrors  had  indeed  crossed  the 
mind  of  Agnes,  of  conversations  in  which  she  would  not 
be  clever  enough  nor  educated  enough  to  take  part;  but 
then  she  had  always  consoled  herself  with  thinking  that 
brilliant  talkers  stood  in  need  of  listeners,  and  that  in 
that  graceful  capacity  she  might  distinguish  herself. 
And  then  she  tried  to  believe  that  she  would  behave 
herself  better  next  time,  and  would  not  let  herself  be 
so  utterly  discouraged  by  the  terrible  discovery  that 
she  had  never  dined  atWentmore,  nor  known  anybody 
that  it  was  right  to  know  in  Middlesex.  Notwithstand- 
ing, Mrs.  Trevelyan's  thoughts  were  not  of  an  agreeable 
description  as  she  sat  and  shivered  over  the  fire. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

Jack  Charlton. 


The  worst  of  tliis  unlucky  commencement  was,  that 
Koger  and  Agnes  liad  no  conversation  about  it,  nor 
ever  opened  their  hearts  to  each  other  on  the  subject. 
If  he  had  unbent  so  far  as  to  say  that  Lady  Charlton 
■\s^as  rather  impertinent,  but  then  that  she  was  a  very 
old  friend;  or  if  she  had  unbent  so  far  as  to  say,  that 
she  had  been  very  stupid,  but  meant  to  do  better  next 
time  —  which  two  speeches  were  on  the  very  lips  of 
both  all  the  long  day  —  the  little  crisis  would  have 
been  over  in  a  moment;  but  neither  of  them  took  this 
simple  step.  They  went  on  as  if  nothing  had  occurred 
—  and,  to  tell  the  truth,  forgot,  after  awhile,  that  any- 
thing had  occurred,  as  was  natural ;  but  neither  of  them 
lost  a  certain  impression,  fixed  upon  them  like  the  im- 
pression of  a  seal  upon  wax  —  on  Roger,  that  his 
wife,  though  he  loved  her  better  than  anybody  in  the 
world,  was,  after  all,  only  a  blacksmith's  daughter, 
entirely  at  a  loss  in  good  society,  requiring  to  be 
apologised  for,  and  to  have  her  antecedents  carefully 
concealed;  and  on  Agnes,  that  her  husband  had  failed 
her  in  her  first  grand  moment  of  necessity,  and  could 
not  be  depended  ujDon  should  other  moments  of  neces- 
sity arise.  But  for  this  mutual  consciousness,  which 
lay  deep  down  at  the  bottom  of  their  hearts,  nobody 
could  have  known  —  nor,  indeed,  did  they  themselves 
know,  any  difference.  And  Lady  Charlton  was  rather 
kind,  on  the  whole,  and  other  people  called;  and,  after 
awhile,  IVL-s.  Trevelyan  found  herself  a  member  of  the 
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English  society  at  Florence,  wliicli  was  more  lawless 
and  amusing,  in  some  particulars,  than  the  same  kind 
of  coterie  would  have  been  at  home.  There  were,  in- 
deed, various  people  admitted  into  this  circle  whose 
antecedents  would  not  bear  too  close  an  inquiry,  but 
then,  to  be  sure,  Agnes  knew  nothing  in  the  world 
about  that.  As  for  Koger,  he  found  hosts  of  friends 
coming  and  going;  and  the  leisurely  examination  of 
the  picture-galleries,  and  the  French  conversation,  and 
all  the  virtuous  intentions  with  which  the  young  couple 
had  settled  themselves  in  Florence,  naturally  fell  a 
little  into  abeyance;  but  this  did  not  in  the  least  inter- 
fere with  what  is  called  their  happiness.  Agnes,  though 
a  thousand  times  more  visionary  in  her  ideas  of  society 
than  her  contemporaries  of  higher  rank,  was  twenty 
times  less  exacting  in  her  own  person  than  most  of  the 
young  wives  who  knew  no  reason  why  their  husbands 
should  withdi'aw  from  their  perpetual  society.  Not- 
withstanding the  faint  preliminary  light  which  Lady 
Charlton's  first  visit  had  shed  on  Eoger's  character,  it 
was  not  the  less  true  that  his  presence  was  the  chief 
joy  to  Agnes,  and  that  without  him  the  new  world  in 
which  she  found  herself  was  a  very  blank  and  disap- 
pointing world.  But  then  she  had  been  brought  up  to 
recognise  the  daily  necessity  which  made  man  "work 
and  labour  till  the  evening,"  and  it  had  never  entered 
into  her  ideal  of  life  to  hope  that  her  husband  could 
remain  always  by  her  side.  Accordingly,  it  did  not 
occur  to  her  to  grumble  when  he  went  out  with  Jack 
Charlton,  or  when  he  became  a  member  of  the  English 
Club,  and  was  sometimes  beguiled  there  even  in  the 
evening.  Agnes,  in  her  innocence,  treated  this  much 
as  she  would  have  treated  her  father's  occasional  ab- 
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sence  in  tlie  evening,  wlien  some  work  of  more  than 
ordinary  importance  had  to  be  finished.  She  was  sorry 
for  Roger,  who  was  "obliged"  to  leave  her,  and  a  little 
sorry  for  herself,  thus  left  alone  to  the  company  of  the 
fire  and  a  novel.  But  then  it  was  part  of  her  creed 
that  men  were  "obliged"  to  do  many  things  in  the 
way  of  their  natural  occupation  which  were  far  from 
agreeable ;  and  she  accepted  the  club  as  a  kind  of  forge 
of  a  different  order,  at  which  Roger,  like  Stanfield, 
was  now  and  then  compelled  to  work  overtime. 

And,  in  the  meantime,  she  too  returned  the  calls 
that  were  made  on  her,  and  was  sometimes  taken  to 
the  opera,  and  drove  to  the  Cascine;  and  when  she  had 
nothing  else  to  do,  contented  herself  in  her  own  rooms, 
or,  as  she  called  it,  at  home.  It  is  not  to  be  supposed 
that  she  got  on  quite  well  in  society,  or  made  any  sen- 
sation there,  or  even  felt  comfortable  or  at  ease  after 
the  first  shock;  for,  indeed,  Agnes  had  it  impressed  on 
her  mind  continually  that  she  was  in  a  foreign  country, 
and  was  driven  to  silence  over  and  over  again,  while 
the  people  round  her  discussed  those  other  people  whom 
everybody  ought  to  know.  Perhaps,  had  the  conversa- 
tion been  aboui  ideas  or  about  books,  the  result  would 
have  been  a  similar  one;  but  then  Agnes  had  no  ex- 
perience, and  was  not  aware  that  literary  talk  and 
scientific  talk  are  in  general  highly  unsatisfactory,  and, 
on  the  whole,  inferior  to  that  talk  about  people,  which, 
if  she  only  had  known  the  people,  might  have  been 
amusing  enough.  What  the  ignorant  young  woman 
wanted,  without  knowing  it,  was  that  talk  about  every- 
thing which  is  only  to  be  had  among  people  of  the 
highest  class  —  not,  perhaps,  of  rank,  but  of  intel- 
ligence;   that  running   commentary   upon   things,    and 
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persons,  and  books,  and  ideas,  and  everything  that 
comes  and  goes  in  the  universal  mind,  which  is  the 
only  talk  worthy  of  being  called  conversation,  but 
which  is  not  an  articje  to  be  met  with  in  morning  calls, 
or  evenings  at  the  opera,  or  at  an  occasional  dinner- 
party. When  she  heard  Lady  Charlton  and  her  "set" 
discussing  their  friends,  and  the  news,  and  the  fashions, 
and  making  up  parties,  and  recounting  experiences, 
Agnes,  who  stood  in  the  position  of  a  foreign  spectator, 
decided  within  herself,  with  some  amusement,  that  the 
talk  at  Mrs.  Eogers'  tea-parties  was  precisely  of  the 
same  kind;  though  the  rides,  and  di'ives,  and  dances, 
and  dinners  were  not  practicable  on  the  lower  level. 
As  she  became  convinced  of  this,  her  timidity  naturally 
relaxed  a  little;  and  there  were  a  few  people  who  be- 
gan to  observe  that  young  Trevelyan's  wife,  when  you 
really  could  get  a  chance  of  talking  to  her,  was  not  by 
any  means  such  a  simpleton  as  Lottie  Charlton  reported 
her  to  be;  and  then  it  began  to  dawn  upon  several 
intelligences  that  Agnes  was  pretty  —  very  pretty. 
Her  eyes  had  a  kind  of  eloquence  which  was  irresistible 
in  its  way;  and  then,  when  you  fairly  got  possession 
of  her  ear,  she  was  a  graceful  listener,  and  said  "yes" 
and  "no"  in  the  right  places,  and  looked  as  if  she 
heard  what  you  were  saying.  One  of  the  chief  proofs 
of  this  latter  fact  was  manifest  in  the  person  of  an  old 
lady  well  known  in  Florentine  society  who  took  a 
great  fancy  to  Agnes. 

"She  is  a  very  nice  young  woman,"  this  personage 
was  known  to  say.  "I  told  her  my  famous  story  of 
Lord  Westhampton  and  the  doctor,  the  other  day,  and 
she  looked  as  if  she  had  never  heard  it  before,  and 
was  quite  interested.     I  like  to  see  young  people  like 
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that;  it  reminds  me  of  the  time  when  everybody  was 
young,  and  believed  everything  you  liked  to  say. 
When  I  had  done,  she  asked  me  in  the  prettiest  way, 
what  became  of  the  doctor?  I  tell  you  she  is  a  charm- 
ing young  woman;  that  is  the  kind  of  sentiment  one 
likes  to  see.'" 

"And,  of  course,  you  satisfied  her  curiosity?"  asked 
some  one  who  was  by. 

"My  dear,  I  did  a  great  deal  more  than  satisfy  her 
curiosity,"  said  the  old  lady.  "I  told  her  all  about 
the  Westhamptons  down  to  the  third  generation;  and 
when  I  had  got  as  far  as  Minnie  Stanley,  my  Lord 
Westhampton's  great  granddaughter,  what  do  you  think 
she  said?" 

"It  must  have  been  something  very  extraordinary 
if  she  survived  all  that,"  said  Jack  Charlton,  who  was 
really  a  little  curious  to  know. 

"She  laughed  the  prettiest  little  laugh  in  the  world, 
and  she  said,  'It  would  be  very  pleasant  if  everybody 
told  stories  like  you.'  And  then  I  said,  'My  dear, 
these  are  not  stories  —  they  are  quite  true;'  and  then 
my  pretty  young  creature  laughed  again,  and  said, 
'Lady  Somebody  or  other  (you  know,  I  always  forget 
names)  would  have  asked  me,  Is  not  Mrs.  Stanley  a 
very  charming  person?  I  like  the  stories  a  great  deal 
better.'  And  that  is  why  I  say  Mrs.  Trevelyan  is  a 
very  nice  young  woman,  and  no  more  a  fool  than  you 
or  me." 

"I  never  said  she  was  a  fool,"  said  Jack  Charlton, 
who  was  a  little  nettled  by  this  reference  to  his  mother, 
which  old  Lady  Betty  gave  with  a  charming  imitation 
of  her   manner,   which  was  not  lost  upon  any  of  theJ 
company.     They  called  her  Lady  Betty  because  she; 
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was  popularly  believed  to  have  been  born  in  Queen 
Anne's  time,  and  knew  everybody's  history  since  that 
refined  epoch;  but  she  called  herself  Lady  Elizabeth 
Wardour,  and  as  such  was  known  to  Mrs.  Trevelyan, 
who  was  amused  by  her,  and  had  a  great  pity  for  her, 
as  young  and  happy  women  have  for  old  and  solitary 
ones.  It  went  to  Agnes's  heart  to  see  the  weird  gaiety 
and  vivacity  of  this  old  woman,  though  she  had  not 
the  least  idea  that  Lady  Betty  stood  up  for  her  and 
was  her  champion.  Probably  the  young  wife  would 
have  smiled,  had  she  known  it,  at  the  idea  that  she,  so 
happy  as  she  was,  could  get  any  credit  or  profit  from 
the  fact  of  having  listened  to  Lady  Betty's  stories,  and 
given  to  them  that  sympathetic  interest  which  any  real 
story  of  her  fellow-creatures,  great  or  small,  naturally 
produced  in  her.  She  was  seated  by  herself  that 
evening  while  they  discussed  her,  alone  in  her  little 
drawing-room  on  the  second  floor,  on  the  Lung'  Arno. 
The  room  was  not  so  stiffly  proper  as  when  Lady 
Charlton  had  made  her  first  call.  Habitation  and  use 
had  done  something  to  this  end,  and  the  sight  of  other 
people's  rooms  naturally  had  had  a  certain  effect  upon 
Agnes.  There  was  a  bright  fire,  and  the  lamp  on  the 
table,  and  by  it  a  pretty  work-basket,  which  Roger  had 
bought  for  her  at  a  "ladies'  sale;"  and  she  had  some 
work  in  her  hand,  which  had  dropped  on  her  knee  as 
she  sat  alone.  A  sentimental  observer,  knowing  that 
Roger  was  merely  at  the  club  amusing  himself,  might 
have  made  a  very  pretty  picture  of  the  pale,  drooping, 
melancholy  young  wife,  thus  forsaken  and  left  by  her- 
self to  listen  to  the  roll  of  the  carriages  in  the  stony 
street,  conveying  other  young  wives  to  all  kinds  of 
pleasure,   and  bitterly  brooding  over  the  wrecks  of  her 
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happiness.  But,  to  tell  the  truth,  Agnes  was  not  in 
the  least  unhappy.  Roger  was  out,  poor  fellow,  being 
"obliged"  to  go;  and  when  she  heard  the  carriages, 
Mrs.  Trevelyan  congratulated  herself  that  she  was  not 
"obliged"  to  go  out  in  the  teeth  of  the  Tramontana, 
but  could  stay  here  by  the  bright  fire,  in  this  corner, 
which  was  home  for  the  moment,  and  "think  over 
everything."  Sometimes  she  did  a  few  stitches  of  her 
work,  which,  indeed,  was  not  of  much  importance;  but 
oftener  she  let  it  fall  on  her  knee,  and  resigned  herself 
to  that  thinking,  in  which  there  was  a  greater  charm 
than  in  any  other  amusement  in  the  world.  For,  to  be 
sure,  all  sorts  of  bright  uncertain  lights  were  still  flash- 
ing about  the  firmament,  notwithstanding  that  the  great 
avenue  of  youthful  dreaming  had  come  to  its  definite 
conclusion  in  this  little  distinct  individual  establish- 
ment, in  which  she  sat  peacefully  expecting  the  plea- 
sant moment  when  "Mr.  Trevelyan,"  head  and  master 
of  the  same,  should  come  in.  This  was  how  Agnes 
was  sitting  when  Jack  Charlton,  who  expected  to  find 
Roger,  was  shown  in  the  room. 

Now,  Agnes  did  not  quite  know  what  to  make  of 
Jack  Charlton.  Indeed,  he  was  one  of  the  men  so 
common  now-a-days,  who  have  but  a  faint  idea  what 
to  make  of  themselves.  He  was  only  his  father's  se- 
cond son  by  bad  fortune,  whereas  it  was  clear  that 
Nature  and  Providence  had  intended  him  for  the  first. 
He  had  all  the  easy,  careless,  comfortable  ways  of  a 
pre-destined  country  gentleman.  He  was  not  clever  to 
speak  of;  and  though  very  good  and  trustworthy  and 
kind  to  most  people  who  came  in  his  way,  he  was  far 
from  having  any  taste  for  work,  especially  for  work  of 
the  brain.     Had  he  been  the  Squire,   as  he  evidently 
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ought  to  have  been,  Jack  would  have  been  quite 
capable  of  looking  after  his  affairs  and  managing  his 
home  farm;  or  even  had  he  been  the  Rector,  which 
was  the  next  best,  he  would  have  been  an  honest 
clergyman  —  not  a  great  preacher,  certainly,  but  kind 
and  sympathetic,  and  a  good  friend  to  his  parish.  But 
Lady  Charlton  had  balked  the  first  of  these  arrange- 
ments by  the  interpolation  of  an  elder  brother  between 
Jack  and  the  estate;  and  the  set  into  which  the  young 
man  had  been  thrown  at  Oxford  had  balked  the  second 
by  persuading  him  that  he  had  "doubts,"  and  could 
not  conscientiously  swallow  all  the  Articles.  The  con- 
sequence was,  as  he  was  rather  indolent  and  had  little 
inclination  for  work  —  and  rather  shy,  and  could  not 
speak  half-a-dozen  words  in  public  without  the  most 
painful  struggles  —  that  Jack  had  devoted  himself  to 
the  Bar,  with  such  hopes  of  advancement  as  might  be 
expected  under  the  circumstances.  His  mother  and 
sister  were  lugging  him  about  the  Continent  at  this  mo- 
ment, much  to  his  fatigue;  but  he  submitted,  under  the 
dutiful  idea  that  "it  was  good  for  Lottie"  —  for  Lady 
Charlton,  unhappily,  by  this  time  was  Lady  Charlton 
dowager,  and  had  yielded  up  her  state  and  dignity  at 
home  without  having  reconciled  herself  to  her  reduced 
splendour.  Such  was  the  young  fellow  who  lounged 
into  Mrs.  Trevelyan's  little  drawing-room,  of  which  he 
had  previously  received  the  entree^  in  search  of  Roger, 
disturbing  all  her  meditations.  Jack  was  slightly  em- 
barrassed when  he  found  that  Roger  was  not  there,  not 
having  an  idea  what  to  say  to  the  yoimg  wife,  about 
whom  he  had  heard  so  many  speculations;  but  he 
lingered  with  mingled  shyness  and  civility,  and  a 
passing  momentary  idea  that  it  was  a  shabby  thing  of 
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Trevelyan  to  leave  such  a  pretty  young  creature  all 
alone. 

"I  think  he  will  be  back  soon,"  said  Agnes.  "Will 
you  wait  for  him?  He  was  obliged  to  go  out  after  din- 
ner, but  now  it  is  about  his  time  to  return." 

"You  don't  go  out  very  much  in  the  evening,  Mrs. 
Trevelyan,"  said  Jack,  who  did  not  know  what  to 
say. 

"No,"  said  Agnes,  "I  am  not  very  much  used  to 
it,  and  I  prefer,  when  I  can,  to  stay  at  home." 

And  then  there  was  another  pause.  The  visitor 
gave  an  unconscious  glance  round  the  room,  which  was 
comfortable,  to  be  sure,  and  not  so  ungraceful  as  of 
old;  but  it  seemed  to  him,  a  member  of  a  large  family, 
that  a  solitary  room,  even  when  bright  with  firelight 
and  lamplight,  was  but  a  poor  home  for  a  young  woman-, 
and  he  wondered,  in  passing,  how  Lottie  would  like  it. 
And  then,  as  Agnes  was  quite  as  much  in  difficulty  as 
he  was,  he  bethought  himself  of  Lady  Betty,  and  made 
a  new  start. 

"I  have  just  come  from  hearing  your  praises,"  he 
said.  "Lady  Betty  is  an  enthusiast,  JMrs.  Trevelyan. 
She  values  an  appreciative  audience;  and  she  is  in 
ecstasies  over  something  you  said " 

"Something  /  said!  I  thought  it  was  she  who  had 
said  everything,"  said  Agnes,  with  a  smile. 

After  all,  she  could  smile,  this  frightened  little  wife 
of  Trevelyan's.  "Ah!"  said  Jack,  who  was  a  good  son, 
and  had  not  quite  forgiven  the  reference  to  his  mother; 
"but,  notwithstanding.  Lady  Betty  is  much  elated  that 
you  prefer  her  stories  to  other  people's  gossip.  She  had 
left  you  sufficient  time  to  make  the  comparison  —  or  at 
least,  as  she  said " 
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And  tlieu  Trevelyan's  wife  blushed  scarlet  with  con- 
scious guilt,  but  recovered  lier  composure  presently.  "It 
is  quite  true,"  she  said;  and  this  time  it  was  evident 
that  she  meant  what  she  was  saying  —  "I  know  very 
few  people  either  here  or  —  or  at  home,"  said  Agnes, 
who  somehow  found  it  easier  to  make  this  speech,  which 
she  had  prepared  for  a  long  time,  to  Jack  than  to  his 
mother  and  sister,  "and  I  think  it  is  a  little  —  stupid 
—  of  people  to  go  on  asking  me;  but  I  like  stories  of 
every  description,"  she  said  with  a  little  haste,  and 
drew  forward  the  novel  on  the  table,  with  a  momentary 
smile,  to  illustrate  the  truth  of  what  she  said. 

Jack  was  not  clever,  but  he  understood,  perhaps 
better  than  Lottie  would  have  done,  who  was  a  young 
woman  of  very  good  abilities.  He  said,  "I  will  wait 
for  Trevelyan,  if  you  will  let  me.  Are  you  fond  of 
the  opera,  Mrs.  Trevelyan?    I  see  you  sometimes  there." 

"Oh  —  yes,"  said  Agnes,  who  had  been  slightly 
excited  while  she  delivered  her  little  speech,  and  now 
had  fallen  back.  She  began  to  think  she  was  being 
examined  as  to  her  tastes,  and  naturally  had  little  in- 
clination to  respond. 

"Perhaps  you  are  like  me,"  said  Jack;  "they  drag 
me  about  to  all  the  pictures  and  places,  and  I  dare  not 
say  what  a  bore  it  is.  If  I  were  to  confess,  I  should 
get  snubbed  horribly.  I  do  not  think  I  have  any  soul 
for  the  fine  arts,"  he  continued;  "perhaps  you  are  like 
me.-^ 

The  chances  are,  that  if  Agnes  had  been  a  well 
brought-up  young  person  she  would  have  agreed  with 
Jack,  and  the  two  would  have  made  very  merry  over 
their  deficiency,  according  to  British  custom,  which 
would  have   by  no   means  hindered  either  from  some 
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appreciation  for,  and  even  some  knowledge  of,  art. 
But  Agnes  stood  altogether  at  a  different  point  of 
view. 

"No,"  she  said,  "I  don't  think  I  am  like  that. 
The  worst  is,  that  I  never  know  what  to  admire.  It 
is  so  much  more  difficult  both  with  pictures  and  music 
than  it  is  with  books.  One  knows  a  good  book  by  — • 
by  instinct,"  said  Agnes;  and  then  she  paused  and  gave 
Jack  an  inquiring  look,  which  was  very  puzzling  to 
him.  He  did  not  in  the  least  know  what  it  was  that 
she  was  asking  him,  or  fathom  the  momentary  doubt 
that  had  come  into  her  eyes. 

The  truth  was,  it  had  occurred  to  Agnes  that 
possibly  Jack  Charlton  did  not  possess  even  that  rudi- 
mentary knowledge.  This  doubt  rather  startled  her  for 
the  moment,  and  brought  her  confidence  to  a  conclu- 
sion; and,  before  her  visitor  could  make  any  attempt 
to  renew  the  conversation,  Roger  had  come  in.  Mr. 
Trevelyan  was  by  no  means  charmed  to  see  his  friend 
there;  not  that  the  most  distant  idea  of  jealousy  entered 
the  mind  of  the  young  Englishman,  who  had  had  no 
training  in  that  particular ;  but  he  had  an  uncomfortable 
idea  that  Jack  Charlton  might  have  been  putting  ques- 
tions to  Agnes,  and  might  have  found  her  out. 

"Mrs.  Trevelyan  and  I  are  exchanging  confidences," 
said  Jack,  "on  the  subject  of  the  fine  arts.  Don't 
interrupt  us,  Trevelyan.  I  think  they  are  a  dreadful 
bore,  and  have  the  courage  to  say  so;  but  I  don't  think 
your  wife  is  quite  of  my  opinion  —  or  if  she  is,  she 
does  not  own  it,  like  me." 

"What  does  she  say?"  said  Eoger,  throwing  him- 
self down  in  a  chair.  He  looked  at  Agnes  with  a  cer- 
tain cloud  on  his  face,  and  hurried  warning  in  his  eye, 
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wliicli  it  was  always  a  great  pain  to  her  to  see.  Evi- 
dently he  was  afraid  she  had  been  committing  herself 
—  showing  her  ignorance,  and  saying  something  that 
she  ought  not  to  say. 

But  Agnes  was  not  in  the  mind  to  repeat  her  harm- 
less little  confession.  "I  suppose  it  is  because  I  don't 
know  any  better,"  she  said;  "and  I  daresay  Mr.  Charl- 
ton does  not  mean  anything.  Everything  is  a  bore,  is 
it  not?"  she  continued,  lifting  her  serious  eyes,  in 
which  there  was  no  laughter,  to  Jack's  face.  .  This  was 
the  second  perplexed  look  he  had  undergone,  and  he 
did  not  know  what  to  make  of  it.  He  laughed,  but  he 
grew  red,  and  determined  henceforward  to  leave  Tre- 
velyan's  wife  alone,  and  make  no  efforts  to  draw  her 
out. 

And  after  Jack  Charlton  was  gone,  there  was  all 
but  a  quarrel  between  the  husband  and  wife,  Eoger 
having  set  his  heart  on  knowing  what  she  had  said. 
Much  more  clearly  than  if  he  had  said  it  in  words, 
Agnes  read  in  his  eyes  that  he  was  afraid  she  had  said 
something  to  show  her  ignorance;  and  naturally  she 
was  indignant  and  not  disposed  to  satisfy  him,  though 
when  it  was  told,  there  was  nothing  that  Roger  could 
find  the  least  fault  with  in  her  words.  And  thus  again 
it  occurred  to  the  unlucky  young  man  to  impress  upon 
her  his  doubts  and  fears  and  want  of  faith. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 

Lady  Betty. 

"My  dear,  I  like  you  very  much  indeed,"  said 
Lady  Betty;  "if  you  will  come  to  me,  I  will  put  you 
up  to  everything.  I  am  an  old  woman  now,  but  I  was 
once  young,  though  you  would  scarcely  think  it,  and 
they  brought  me  up  like  a  little  nun,  exactly  as  they 
have  done  with  you." 

At  this  speech  it  was  scarcely  possible  for  Agnes 
not  to  blush;  for  though  she  had  been  quite  unaware 
in  her  own  person  of  there  being  anything  to  be 
ashamed  of  in  her  parentage,  she  had  learned  from 
Roger's  eyes  that  she  was  an  impostor,  and  it  was 
difficult  for  her,  honest  and  true  as  she  was,  to  let  old 
Lady  Betty  deceive  herself  (as  Agnes  thought)  on  this 
point.  As  for  Roger,  he  was  still  more  embarrassed 
than  Agnes,  and  hastened,  as  he  had  a  habit  of  doing, 
to  answer  for  her,  in  case  she  might  commit  herself  if 
she  spoke. 

"Yes,"  said  Roger,  "precisely  like  a  little  nun  — 
that  is  the  word.  The  worst  of  it  is  that  when  people 
are  brought  up  like  that,  it  makes  them  uncomfortable 
about  themselves  afterwards,  and  they  get  confused — " 

"My  dear  Mr.  Trevelyan,"  said  Lady  Betty,  "I 
wish  you  would  go  away.  It  is  you  who  are  uncom- 
fortable, I  assure  you,  and  nobody  else.  As  for  her^ 
it  is  ages  and  ages  since  I  have  seen  such  a  pretty- 
behaved  young  woman,  and  she  has  not  the  least  in- 
tention of  getting  confused.  There!  go  to  your  club, 
there's  a  dear.   I  hope,  my  love,  you  don't  set  yourself 
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against  clubs;  they're  a  blessed  institution  for  men  that 
have  nothing  to  do.  We  never  could  put  up  with  them, 
you  know,  or  survive  marriage  so  long  as  some  of  us 
do,  if  it  was  not  for  the  club,  where  they  can  amuse 
themselves  in  their  stupid  way.  There!  he's  gone,  and 
we  can  have  a  little  peace.  My  dear  child,  you  are  as 
good  as  gold,  and  I  am  a  very  so-so  sort  of  old  woman. 
Cosl  cosl,  as  they  say  here;  but  the  truth  is,  I  have 
taken  a  great  fancy  to  you." 

"Indeed  I  am  very  glad,"  said  Agnes,  with  timidity, 
scarcely  knowing  whether  she  was  right  in  putting  her 
hand  into  the  thin  yellow  hand  which  was  put  forth  to 
meet  it.  Lady  Betty,  however,  took  it  and  patted  it 
kindly  with  the  meagre  old  fingers  of  one  hand,  while 
she  held  it  in  the  other.  Lady  Betty  was  not  like  the 
Elizabeth  of  the  picture,  but  at  all  events  she  was  a 
woman,  and  had  been  a  mother  in  her  day,  and  was 
kind.  And  Agnes  was  so  far  from  expecting  anything, 
and  so  little  occupied  with  herself,  that  she  took  it  all 
quite  seriously,  and  was  as  much  touched  as  surprised. 

"I  am  a  poor,  lonely  old  woman,"  said  Lady  Betty. 
"I  have  lost  everything  in  the  world;  that  is  to  say,  I 
have  two  sons  and  two  daughters,  but  they  are  all  away 
from  me  —  married,  you  know,  and  made  an  end  of. 
It  is  a  terrible  thing  to  have  a  daughter  married,  my 
dear.  She  belongs  to  you  just  enough  to  give  you  a 
wound,  when  she  lets  you  see  she  neglects  you.  When 
I  was  like  you,  I  used  to  have  a  sort  of  contempt  for 
the  wretched  old  women  that  were  always  running  about 
the  world.  I  used  to  say,  'Wliy  don't  they  stay  at 
home?'  as,  I  daresay,  you  are  thinking  of  me,  if  you 
Avould  but  say  it.  But  what  could  I  do  at  home,  in  an 
empty  house?    I  keep   on   trying  to   amuse  myself  a 


254  AGNES. 

little,  and  go  where  nobody  wants  me.  I  daresay  it's 
undignified,  but  I  can't  help  it.  Why  should  people 
ever  get  old?  For  my  part,  I  begin  to  think  we  should 
be  killed  off  when  we  come  to  a  certain  age.  The  only 
happy  old  women  are  those  that  knit  stockings  and 
make  flannel  petticoats;  but  you  know,  unhappily,  that 
has  never  been  my  role.^^ 

"Indeed,  I  am  very  soiTy,"  said  Agnes,  who  grew 
more  and  more  embarrassed ,  and  did  not  know  what  to 
say.  But  her  eyes  were  a  great  deal  more  eloquent 
than  her  words,  and  spoke  such  a  wistful  pity,  that 
Lady  Betty,  who  perhaps  only  half  meant  what  she  was 
saying,  began  to  be  proud  of  her  own  power  of  awaken- 
ing sympathy,  and  went  on  instinctively  increasing  in 
pathos  as  she  continued. 

"Yes,  I  am  sure  you  are,"  she  said;  "that  is  why 
I  like  you  so  much;  you  are  so  fresh  and  sympathetic. 
That  Lottie  Charlton,  for  example,  though  I  suppose  it 
is  not  five-and-twenty  years  since  she  was  born,  is  as 
old  as  I  am;  but  as  for  you,  your  heart  is  so  big  that 
you  have  a  corner  in  it  for  everybody  that  is  desolate. 
Yes,  my  dear,  I  am  a  very  lonely  old  woman!"  said 
Lady  Betty,  rather  enjoying  the  effect  she  produced. 
"My  children  content  themselves  with  knowing  that  I 
have  enough  to  live  on,  and  all  that.  As  for  com- 
panionship, I  can  hire  a  companion  if  I  have  a  mind; 
and  sometimes  I  do,  and  lead  her  the  life  of  a  dog,  till 
I  get  tired  of  it.  It's  stupid  work  torturing  anybody 
except  your  lover  —  or  perhaps  your  husband,  in  some 
cases;  and  my  poor  old  Wardour  is  dead  ages  ago,  and 
I  am  too  old  for  that  sort  of  thing,  you  know.  So  I 
have  to  content  myself  with  rushing  about  here  and 
there,   and  seeing  all   the  folly  that's  going   on,  and 
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laughing  at  everybody.  People  are  such  fools,  my 
dear,  when  you  are  old  enough  to  see  it,  and  have  out- 
lived your  prejudices;  and  that  is  all  I  can  make  nowa- 
days of  the  remains  of  my  life." 

"But ,"  said  Agnes;  she  was  too  timid  of  liei*- 

self  to  utter  the  idea  that  came  to  her  lips.  She  paused 
there,  looking  with  troubled  and  anxious  eyes,  which 
expressed  her  thoughts,  at  the  wrinkled,  vivacious  old 
face  which  inspected  her  so  keenly,  and  enjoyed  the 
disturbance  in  her  looks  as  any  other  great  artiste  might 
have  enjoyed  the  plaudits  of  a  theatre;  and  then  the 
great  pity  of  the  young  and  happy  woman  overcame 
her  fears.  "I  have  no  mother!"  said  Agnes;  "perhaps 
what  I  am  saying  is  very  stupid;  —  but  I  would  be  so 
glad  —  if  I  could  be  any  —  good  to  you ,"  she  said, 
with  her  heart  beating  loud.  The-  tears  came  into  her 
eyes,  so  that  Agnes  could  not  see  quite  clearly  the 
glance  of  triumphant  amusement  which  for  the  first 
moment  was  apparent  in  Lady  Betty's  face.  The  next, 
Agnes  felt  herself  taken  into  her  companion's  arms  and 
kissed  with  effusion,  which  was  a  response  for  which 
she  was  not  prepared;  and  then  Lady  Betty  burst  into 
a  shrill  laugh,  which  was  the  finishing  stroke. 

"You  dear,  sweet,  innocent,  good,  believing  child!" 
cried  the  old  lady.  "Good  Lord!  to  think  what  Roger 
Trevelyan  would  say?  —  as  if  it  was  not  bad  enough 
already  that  this  little  angel  should  take  me  up,  to  be 
sure,  and  carry  me  on  her  shoulders!  My  dear,  you 
don't  know  enough  about  me!"  said  Lady  Betty,  wiping 
from  her  eyes  tears,  of  which  it  was  difficult  to  say 
whether  they  were  caused  by  laughter  or  by  emotion; 
"1  am  a  naughty  old  woman.  Your  friends  would  not 
like   to   see  you  making  a  mother  of  me.     Don't  tell 
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your  husband  what  a  sweet  offer  you've  made  me.  But 
I'll  tell  you  one  thing,  my  darling,"  said  the  old  lady, 
into  whose  heart  by  this  time  the  idea  had  actually 
penetrated,  and  who  had  begun  to  cry  a  little,  in  a 
whimpering,  old-womanly  way  —  "I'll  never  forget  it, 
for  my  part.  I  shall  be  like  one  of  the  fairies  that  the 
good  princesses,  you  know,  always  met  with  in  the 
shape  of  old  women.  I  can't  give  you  three  eggs  to 
break  whenever  you  are  in  any  difficulty;  but,  my  dear, 
as  sure  as  you'll  meet  with  troubles  enough  by-and-by, 
as  long  as  I  live  you  may  always  reckon  on  a  friend. 
You  dear,  little,  good,  generous  soul!"  cried  Lady  Betty, 
once  more  enfolding  Agnes  in  a  sudden  embrace,  "I'll 
go  away  and  leave  you  —  it's  the  best  thing  I  can  do ; 
and  never  tell  anybody  what  you  have  just  said.  But 
I'll  never  forget  it,  for  my  part." 

With  which  strange  speech  the  little  old  woman 
rushed  out  of  the  room,  leaving  Agnes  in  the  pro- 
foundest  bewilderment,  and,  to  tell  the  truth,  a  little 
ashamed  of  herself  Notwithstanding  Lady  Betty's  ad- 
juration not  to  tell  Eoger,  Mrs.  Trevelyan  waited  most 
anxiously  for  an  opportunity  of  consulting  him,  and 
finding  out,  if  possible,  why  her  offer  of  kindness  had 
sounded  so  preposterous;  but,  as  it  happened,  she  was 
spared  this  trouble  by  the  entrance  of  Lady  Charlton, 
who  came  in  just  then,  with  Lottie,  as  usual,  following 
five  minutes  after.  And  Lady  Charlton  had  a  more 
than  usually  serious  face. 

"I  thought  Eoger  was  not  here!"  she  said,  with  a 
curious  implication  that,  somebody  being  to  blame,  she 
was  relieved  to  find  that  he  was  not  the  culprit.  "My 
dear  Mrs.-  Trevelyan !  I  am  older  than  you  are ,  and 
know   more    of   the    world.      As   your   husband's    old 
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frieud,  would  you  forgive  me  if  for  once  I  said  what  I 
think  ?" 

''Surely,"  said  Agnes,  more  and  more  surprised, 
and  feeling  the  colour  rise  to  her  face;  "indeed,  I  should 
be  glad  if  you  always  said  what  you  think  when  you 
speak  to  me." 

"Thank  you;  but  that  might  not  prove  always  pos- 
sible," said  Lady  Charlton.  "I  met  Lady  Elizabeth 
Wardour  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs.  Pardon  me,  my  dear 
Mrs.  Trevelyau,  but  may  I  say  that  I  don't  think  your 
husband  would  like  you  to  cultivate  her  acquaintance? 
You  understand  that  I  speak  as  his  friend." 

This  speech  madeAgnes's  cheeks,  which  had  begun 
to  glow  before,  scarlet;  a  little  movement  of  indignation 
escaped  her  against  her  will. 

"Roger  is  in  the  habit  of  telling  me  what  he  wishes," 
said  the  young  wife.  "It  was  he  who  introduced  me  to 
Lady  Elizabeth;  I  only  know  her  through  him." 

"Oh,  yes,"  said  Lady  Charlton;  "but,  you  know, 
gentlemen  always  trust  to  a  woman's  finer  sense  not  to 
go  too  far.  Of  course,  Ave  all  see  her  in  society.  Lottie, 
perhaps  you  will  do  me  the  favour  to  go  downstairs  and 
look  in  the  carriage  for  my  vinaigrette?  I  seem  to  have 
left  it  there." 

"Nonsense,  mamma!"  said  Lottie;  "as  if  I  did  not 
know  all  about  Lady  Betty.  I  am  too  old  to  be  sup- 
posed so  innocent.  She  mayn't  be  all  that  she  ought 
to  be,  but  she's  great  fun!"  said  the  independent  young 
lady;  "better  fun  than  anybody  in  Florence,  and  I 
don't  know  what  on  earth  we  should  do  without  her. 
I  mean  to  stand  up  for  Lady  Betty,  for  my  part." 

"Lottie,  I  wish  you  would  not  talk  such  nonsense!" 
said  the  disturbed  mother.     "We  all  receive  her,   you 
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know  —  tilings  never  went  so  far  as  that;  but  it  is 
quite  dangerous  for  Mrs.  Trevelyan ,  who  has  been 
brought  up  so  quietly,  to  form  a  friendship  with  such 
a  person.  I  think  it  right  to  tell  her  so,  as  Eoger's 
friend." 

Agnes  had  by  this  time  recovered  her  composure, 
at  least.  "I  will  speak  to  Roger  when  he  comes  in," 
she  said,  "and  I  daresay  he  will  tell  me  what  he  thinks. 
Perhaps,  since  you  think  her  safe  for  Miss  Charlton,  he 
may  think  her  sufficiently  safe  for  me." 

Lady  Charlton  opened  her  eyes,  for  it  was  the  first 
time  Agnes  had  attempted  a  blow  in  self-defence-,  and 
Lottie  laughed,  for,  like  many  young  ladies  of  her  years 
and  character,  she  attached  herself  by  instinct  to  the 
revolutionary  side. 

"Jack  would  say  that  was  very  straight- forward 
hitting,"  said  Miss  Lottie.  "Mamma  thinks  you  are 
more  manageable  than  I  am,  Mrs.  Trevelyan;  that  is 
why  she  makes  an  example  of  you." 

"Lottie,  you  are  enough  to  wear  out  the  patience 
of  Job,"  said  Lady  Charlton;  "but  as  for  my  daughter, 
Mrs.  Trevelyan,  the  circumstances  are  different,  you 
know.  She  has  been  a  great  deal  in  society,  though 
she  is  so  young;  but  for  a  young  person  who  is  not 
familiar  with  these  things,  and  so  quietly  brought  up 
as  I  understand  you  have  been  — .  I  beg  your  pardon, 
I  am  sure,  if  I  have  said  anything  wrong  —  I  meant  it 
all  in  kindness,  as  Roger's  old  friend  — " 

"Thank  you,"  said  Agnes  —  and  then  there  was 
a  little  pause,  in  which  naturally  there  mingled  a 
certain  embarrassment;  then  Mrs.  Trevelyan  made 
a  little  exertion,  though  it  was  with  difficulty,  and 
against   her   will  —  "My  husband   is  with  your  son, 
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I  tliiiik,"  she  said,  somewhat  stiffly;  "they  went  out 
to  ride/' 

"Oh,  yes;  Roger  is  with  Jack,"  said  Miss  Lottie. 
"I  don't  know  where  they  were  going-  —  to  try  some 
horses,  I  think.  You  know  we  have  races  here  at 
Easter,  and  everybody  is  looking  forward  to  them  al- 
ready.    It  is  so  horribly  slow  in  Lent." 

"Races  are  a  very  dangerous  amusement  for  young 
men,"  said  Lady  Charlton;  "they  always  bet  —  and  I 
am  sure  Jack,  for  one,  has  nothing  to  lose,"  the  mother 
added,  with  a  sigh. 

It  did  not  occur  to  Agnes,  who  was  occupied  with 
her  own  difficulties,  that  this  speech  could  in  any  way 
interest  herself.  She  knew  nothing  about  betting,  and, 
indeed,  was  scarcely  aware  what  the  word  meant;  and 
it  never  occurred  to  her  to  think  of  Roger  and  the 
races  together  as  two  th.ngs  which  could  have  any  in- 
fluence on  each  other.  Accordingly  she  permitted  the 
mother  and  daughter  to  keep  up  the  conversation  chiefly 
by  themselves  for  a  few  minutes ;  and  then  Lady  Charlton, 
who  had  delivered  her  shot  as  she  intended,  was  good 
enough  to  go  away. 

When  Agnes  was  left  alone,  she  was,  to  tell  the 
truth,  a  little  sad  and  discouraged  by  this  grand  but 
partially  uncomprehended  failure  of  hers.  It  seemed 
so  natural,  when  a  desolate  woman  complained  to  her, 
to  say,  in  the  tenderness  of  her  heart,  "I  will  be  to 
you  as  a  daughter."  True,  Lady  Betty  was  not  at  all 
like  Elizabeth  in  Agnes's  favourite  picture;  but  then 
is  there  not  a  claim  still  more  sacred  than  even  that 
of  choice  and  friendship  —  the  claim  of  need?  Mrs. 
Trevelyan  did  not  know  what  to  make  of  it  as  she  sat 
alone  thinking  it  all  over.    She  felt  ashamed  of  herself 
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for  liaving'  offered  her  affection  so  easily,  and  perplexed 
and  unhappy  about  the  cause  of  its  rejection,  and  by 
Lady  Charlton's  warning.  If  Lady  Betty  was  a  soiled 
and  unworthy  woman,  why  had  she  been  brought  to 
the  innocent  young  wife?  And  then  at  the  bottom  she 
was  profoundly,  painfully  sorry  for  the  poor  old  lady, 
who  had  kissed  her,  and  cried  as  she  did  it.  What 
did  Agnes  know  about  the  life  this  forlorn  cfeature 
had  lived?  Or  if  she  had  been  told  all  its  particulars, 
how  much  would  she  have  understood?  She  put  to- 
gether in  her  inexperienced  mind  the  two  particulars 
of  age  and  desolation  without  making  any  account  of 
the  alleviations  which  Lady  Betty  herself  had  frankly 
mentioned;  for  Agnes  did  not  understand  in  the  least 
how  to  go  about  everywhere;  and  to  amuse  herself, 
and  see  all  the  follies  of  the  world,  and  laugh  at  them, 
could  not  afford  the  least  compensation  for  the  misery 
of  having  nobody  near  her  that  loved  her,  or  whom 
she  loved.  The  pity  in  her  heart  was  so  great,  that 
a  romantic  youthful  idea  of  asking  Roger  to  invite 
Lady  Betty  "after  we  are  settled,"  and  of  converting 
by  her  love  and  care  the  old  woman  of  the  world  into 
that  happy  and  sweet  old  lady,  whose  presence  makes 
a  family  perfect,  in  a  book,  came  into  Agnes's  mind; 
but  at  least,  at  the  present  moment,  there  was  no  im- 
mediate possibility  of  carrying  this  project  out. 

As  for  Lady  Betty,  she  drove  away  in  her  damp 
little  hired  brougham,  whimpering  still  in  little  gasps, 
with  little  laughs  between.  She  was  touched,  and  she 
was  pleased  and  amused,  and  yet  at  the  bottom  felt  in 
her  heart  an  occasional  spasm  of  horrible  self-conscious- 
ness, that  felt  as  if  it  would  kill  her.  "I  wish  I  could 
do  something  for  her,"  she  said  to  herself      "I  wish  I 
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could  g'ive  licr  three  eggs,  with  a  fairy  chariot  in  one, 
to  carry  her  wherever  she  liked,  and  a  fairy  purse  in 
the  other,  to  give  her  as  much  as  she  wanted  5  —  though 
I  am  sure  I  need  that  more  than  she  does,"  thought 
the  poor  old  sinner,  "and  a  fairy  something  in  the 
third  to  keep  her  always  happy.  "When  she  goes 
home,  I'll  get  Lizzie  to  introduce  her,  and  take  her 
ahout-,  that  will  be  better  even  than  the  three  eggs. 
Lizzie  was  always  a  dear,  and  I  know  she'll  do  that 
much  for  me."  But  unfortunately,  by  the  time  Lady 
Betty  was  dressed  for  the  evening,  the  comical  side 
of  the  situation  had  taken  her  fancy.  "I  went  to  see 
young  Trevelyan's  wife  to-day,"  she  said  to  an  ad- 
miring audience  in  the  first  house  she  visited.  "She 
is  a  darling,  I  can  tell  you.  What  do  you  think  she 
said?  She  offered  to  be  a  daughter  to  me  in  my  old 
age.     She  said  — 

'Matthew,  for  thy  children  dead, 
I'll  be  a  child  to  thee.' 

I  forget  the  third  line,  but  it  ends  with,  'Alas,  that 
cannot  be;'  and  then  my  children  are  not  dead,  you 
know.     I  told  you  she  was  a  dear!" 

And  it  may  be  imagined  how  the  general  company 
laughed  and  amused  itself  at  the  innocence  of  young 
Trevelyan's  wife. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 

The  First  Quarrel. 

It  was  some  time  after  this  little  scene  ere  tlie  re- 
port of  it  reached  Roger  Trevelyan's  ears.  He  heard 
of  it,  of  course,  in  the  most  unpleasant  way,  at  his  club, 
where  everybody  was  laughing  at  the  wonderful  sim- 
plicity of  the  young  woman  who  had  offered  to  be  a 
daughter  to  Lady  Betty,  and  it  was  more  by  instinct 
than  by  direct  information  that  he  divined  that  his 
wife  was  the  heroine  of  the  story.  He  went  home, 
thereafter,  as  was  natural,  with  a  very  cloudy  counte- 
nance, turning  over  his  own  misfortunes  in  his  mind, 
and  feeling  very  sorry  for  himself.  It  was  not  in  the 
least  that  he  regretted  his  marriage,  or  was  shaken  in 
his  love  for  his  young  wife;  there  were  still  many 
moments  in  which  he  said  to  himself,  "There  is  no 
one  like  her,"  and  compared  her  with  the  other  English 
young  ladies,  much  to  their  disadvantage  —  Lottie 
Charton,  for  example,  supposing  he  could  ever  have 
been  so  ill-advised  as  to  choose  her  instead. 

But,  on  the  other  hand,  it  was  unquestionable  that 
there  were  terrible  drawbacks  to  his  felicity,  and  that 
he  was  vexed  beyond  measure  by  such  an  eiTor  as  this, 
which  held  them  both  up  to  the  ridicule  of  the  world. 
"If  she  had  had  even  the  smallest  knowledge  of  society, 
she  would  have  known  that  Lady  Betty  was  not  a 
woman  to  be  intimate  with,"  he  said  to  himself;  and 
the  young  husband  even  went  further  in  his  vexation, 
and  whispered  to  his  own  mind  that  Agnes  should 
have  known  by  instinct  that  she  was  committing  her- 
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self.  He  went  liome  tlirongli  the  spring  rain  with  the 
decided  intention,  for  the  first  time,  of  finding  fault 
with  his  wife.  He  had  fonnd  fault  with  her  before  in 
many  ways,  comprehensible  enough,  but  always  veiled 
under  the  guise  of  advice  or  sport,  and  softened  by 
caresses;  but  for  the  first  time  he  felt  it  was  absolutely 
necessary  that  he  should  "speak  seriously"  to  Agnes. 
It  was,  as  it  happened,  a  miserable  day  —  a  spring 
day,  such  as  leaves  even  to  sunny  Tuscany  very  little 
to  say  against  foggy  London.  All  the  Apennines  had 
disappeared,  and  so  had  the  softer  heights  that  keep 
watch  over  Florence.  The  Arno  itself  was  but  a  vague 
mass  of  fog  between  two  damp  and  indistinct  lines  of 
houses-,  and  the  cold  went  to  Roger's  heart  as  he 
threaded  his  way  through  the  mud  to  his  lodgings.  All 
this  natm-ally  heightened  the  seriousness  of  his  in- 
tentions in  respect  to  his  wife.  When  he  went  in,  he 
found  her  working  by  the  fire,  a  little  pale,  and  very 
lonely.  Since  he  had  found  so  many  friends,  Agnes 
had  been  left  very  much  alone  —  a  circumstance,  how- 
ever, which  happily  the  blacksmith's  daughter  accepted 
as  the  order  of  nature,  and  did  not  make  herself  un- 
happy about.  She  had  never  known  or  expected  any- 
thing else  than  that  her  husband  should  have  his  oc- 
cupations out  of  doors,  like  all  the  husbands  she  had 
ever  known;  and  consequently,  Roger's  return  home 
was  not  made  disagreeable  to  him  by  reproaches.  But 
she  did  look  a  little  lonely,  to  be  sure,  that  morning, 
which,  perhaps,  was  because  Roger  had  been  to  see 
Jack  Charlton,  and  had  found  his  mother,  and  sister, 
and  some  friends  of  Lottie's  gathered  together  in  a 
comfortable  little  coterie,  talking  about  everything  in 
earth   and   heaven,   and   laughing   at   everything,   and 
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looking  very  briglit  and  pleasant,  like  one  of  Jolm 
Leech's  pictures,  coloured  and  animated.  From  tliis 
scene,  to  come  to  Agnes,  in  her  grey  gown,  with  her 
"head,  which  always  looked  a  little  weighted  down  by 
its  load  of  hair,  stooped  over  her  work,  and  not  a  soul 
near  her,  struck  Roger  with  a  momentary  compunction. 
However,  he  was  too  much  in  earnest  at  the  moment 
to  be  diverted  from  his  intention  by  a  tableau,  which 
Lottie  Charlton  would  have  said  had  been  got  up  for 
the  occasion.  He  shut  the  door,  not  so  gently  as 
usual,  and  put  down  his  hat  on  the  table,  and  went 
forward  to  the  fire  in  his  muddy  boots;  and  this  was 
how  he  began  to  "speak  seriously"  for  the  first  time 
to  his  wife:  — 

"Agnes,  what  is  this  I  hear  about  Lady  Betty?  — 
some  ridiculous  story  she  has  been  telling.  She  tells 
ridiculous  stories  about  everybody;  but  I  did  hope  you 
had  more  sense  than  to  give  her  an  opportunity.  People 
in  our  position,  as  I  have  told  you  a  hundred  times, 
have  a  double  reason  for  being  careful.  AVhat  does  it 
all  mean?" 

"What  is  it,  Eoger?"  said  Agnes.  But  he  saw  at 
once  that  she  was  guilty  by  the  tell-tale  blush  that 
rushed  to  her  face. 

"What  is  it?  You  know  very  well  what  it  is.  I 
see  you  can't  look  me  in  the  face,"  said  Roger,  much 
provoked.  "Some  absurd  sentimental  foolery  about 
being  a  daughter  to  her  —  a  daughter  to  that  woman! 
I  don't  know  that,  up  to  this  moment,  I  have  ever  said 
a  word  about  your  relations  —  but  if  you  think  to  im- 
prove upon  them  by  making  an  alliance  with  that 
wretched  old  woman,  I  tell  you  things  are  bad  enough 
as  they  are,    and  you  are  doing  all  you  can  to  make 
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tlicm  A\orso  —  to  make  them  insupportable,"  said  Roger, 
with  a  little  of  the  excitement  which  he  had  inherited 
from  his  father  —  "  which  they  will  be,  if  a  confounded 
old  hag  like  that  gets  an  opportunity  to  put  her  finger 
in  the  pie." 

If  a  volley  had  been  suddenly  fired  at  her  out  of 
the  fog  outside,  Agnes  could  scarcely  have  been  more 
surprised.  She  looked  up  at  him  with  a  little  alarm 
and  a  little  dismay,  but  no  distinct  sensation  of  being 
wounded  as  yet. 

"Are  you  angry,  Roger?"  she  said,  with  a  vague 
sense  of  trouble.  "I  did  not  know  anything  about  her 
but  what  you  told  me.  I  don't  know  how  to  be  rude, 
as  some  of  those  ladies  do.  What  ought  I  to  have 
said?" 

"By  Jove,  Agnes,  you  are  enough  to  drive  a  man 
mad!"  cried  Roger;  "doesn't  everybody  know  all  about 
Lady  Betty?  And  how  can  you  expect  a  man  to  keep 
always  recollecting  that  his  wife  is  a  little  ignoramus, 
and  knows  nobody?  Why,  what's  the  use  of  instinct, 
and  all  that  stuff,  if  you  don't  know  what's  what,  with- 
out having  constantly  to  have  things  explained  to  you? 
I  tell  you  what,  Agnes  —  a  woman  in  your  position, 
with  so  many  drawbacks,  ought  to  take  a  little  pains 
to  learn.  You  ought  to  go  about  and  see  people,  and 
find  out  what's  said  about  them.  Hoav  on  earth  will 
you  ever  learn  how  to  behave  yourself  when  you  are 
Lady  Trevelyan,  if  you  keep  always  stuck  into  a 
corner  here,  working  at  your  needle?"  said  Roger, 
throwing  down  on  the  table  with  some  force  a  paper- 
knife  he  had  been  playing  with;  "that  might  all  be 
very  right  and  virtuous  at  Windholm,  but  it  does  not 
do  you  any  credit  here." 
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By  this  time  the  unexpected  volley  had  begun  to 
take  effect,  and  the  tears  were  coming  hot  to  Agnes's 
eyes.  But  she  was  already  sufficiently  experienced  to 
know  that  tears  were  much  out  of  place  at  this  mo- 
ment; and,  at  the  same  time,  as  she  was  not  angelic, 
there  arose  in  her  mind  a  sense  of  injustice  and  an  in- 
stinct of  self-defence. 

"Roger,  I  do  not  know  what  you  mean,"  she  said. 
"It  never  occurred  to  me  that  you  would  introduce 
anybody  to  me  who  was  not  fit  to  be  made  a  friend 
of;  and  1  never  said  anything  about  being  a  daughter 
to  her.  I  was  very  sorry ,  and  I  said ,  if  we  could  be 
of  any  good  to  her " 

"  TF^,  by  Jove!"  said  Roger.  "I  wonder  she  did 
not  burst  out  laughing  in  your  face!  She  knows  how 
much  sympathy  she  would  have  got  from  me.  My 
dear,"  said  the  young  man,  in  a  tone  adapted  to  this 
horrible  and  unchristian  title,  "it  is  extremely  easy  to 
cry  —  but  we  have  now  arrived  at  a  point  when  it  is 
my  duty  to  speak  to  you  seriously.  I  have  not  the 
least  doubt,  if  I  had  been  one  of  your  father's  work- 
men, that  it  would  have  been  highly  exemplary  of  you 
to  sit  at  home  all  day  sewing,  and  waiting  for  my  re- 
turn; but,  unfortunately,  you  are  in  a  position  of  life 
which  requires  more  active  exertion.  If  you  are  ever 
to  qualify  yourself  for  that  position,  now's  your  time. 
I  have  my  own  duties  to  attend  to,"  said  Roger,  with 
some  loftiness;  "and  besides,  it  is  ridiculous  to  see  man 
and  wife  going  about  continually  together,  like  two 
hounds  in  a  leash.  What  I  have  to  request  is,  that 
you  will  think  a  little  about  what  becomes  you  as  my 
wife.  It  is  your  business  to  make  yourself  acquainted 
with  the  usages  of  society,   and  to   conform  to  them; 
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and  not  to  rush  into  everybody's  arms  that  flatters  you, 
but  to  show  a  little  discrimination  in  the  choice  of 
your  friends.  There  is  nothing  whatever  to  cry  about 
in  what  I  have  said;  I  thought  you  were  above  crying 
at  every  trifle,  as  some  women  do.  All  that  I  have 
said  is  in  the  way  of  advice.  It  would  be  a  great  deal 
better  to  think  it  over  like  a  rational  creature  than  to 
fly  out  into  tears  and  passion,  and  make  a  scene." 

Agnes  had  been  about  to  make  a  little  appeal  to 
his  tenderness,  and  promise  everything  in  the  horror  of 
being  thus  set  apart  and  separated.  She  was  going  to 
say,  "Help  me,  Roger;  stand  by  me;  tell  me  what  to 
do,  and  I  will  find  courage  for  all!"  but  Eoger's  con- 
clusion stopped  her  mouth.  She  stifled  her  tears  with- 
out quite  knowing  how,  and  restrained  herself  with  an 
eff'ort  which  demanded  all  her  strength,  and  left  her 
none  to  make  any  reply.  Perhaps  Roger,  on  his  side, 
was  afraid  to  mar  the  excellent  effect  of  this  address 
by  lingering,  and  possibly  being  tempted  to  kiss  and 
be  friends.  Before  she  was  aware  of  anything  but  the 
necessity  of  surmounting  her  agitation,  he  was  gone; 
and  the  only  evidence  of  the  interview,  which  at  this 
moment  seemed  to  Agnes  the  greatest  event  in  her 
life,  was  the  paper-knife,  rudely  thrown  down  among 
her  innocent  work.  But  she  did  not  stop  to  look  at 
that,  or  to  cry  out  her  stifled  tears,  as  might  have 
been  expected;  she  took  up  her  work  and  went  on, 
with  hasty  hands,  and  a  needle  which  flew  through  the 
insensible  muslin;  and  after  that  first  phase  of  her 
excitement  was  over,  she  got  up  and  went  to  the 
window,  and  stared  blankly  out,  as  if  with  some  idea 
of  finding  out  the  meaning  of  it  all  in  the  fog  and 
dropping,  feeble  rain.     Her  cheeks  were  burning  with 
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a  feverisli,  persistent  flush,  whicli  had  never  dyed 
them  before;  and  it  was  not  till  perhaps  an  hour  later 
that  Agnes  broke  forth  into  the  flood  of  stifled  tears 
which,  by  this  time,  had  grown  to  such  violence,  that, 
in  spite  of  all  her  eff'orts  to  restrain  herself,  her  sobs 
came  like  those  of  a  child.  Then  she  rushed  away  to 
her  own  room  and  locked  herself  in,  that  nobody  might 
be  the  wiser.  It  seemed  to  her  as  if  by  these  sobs 
she  was  betraying  herself  and  accusing  her  husband; 
but,  with  all  the  strength  she  possessed,  she  could  not 
stop  them.  This  was  how  the  first  great  storm  arose 
upon  the  quietness  of  her  life. 

To  be  sure,  people  talk  a  great  deal  of  nonsense 
about  the  first  quarrel.  When  the  husband  and  wife 
are  well  matched,  or  when  the  husband  has  the  best 
of  it,  it  is  a  thing  fiicile  enough  to  get  over,  and  not 
a  matter  of  despair  on  either  side;  but  when  a  man  is 
married  to  a  woman  whom  he  dimly  suspects  to  be  in 
some  particulars  his  own  superior,  this  grand  period  is 
critical  and  dangerous.  When  Agnes  had  recovered 
from  her  sobbing,  and  when  the  smoke  of  the  battle 
and  Roger's  heavy  guns  had  cleared  ofl"  a  little,  it  is 
impossible  to  deny  that  across  that  mist  the  young 
woman  saw  her  husband  appearing  under  a  guise  very 
different  from  any  he  had  borne  before.  She  had 
owned  to  herself  already,  in  her  heart,  that  society 
was  not  what  she  took  it  to  be,  but  something  much 
more  petty  and  commonplace  than  her  imaginations; 
but  she  had  guarded  herself  from  any  such  discovery 
as  to  Roger  with  an  instinctive  trembling.  She  had 
found  out  that  he  did  not  stand  by  her  in  her  little 
difficulties,  and  that  his  watchful  and  alarmed  eyes 
made   her  feel  herself  an  impostor;   but  that  was  all. 
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Now,  however,  across  tlie  red  light  of  the  first  battle, 
notwitlistanding  all  Agnes's  efforts  to  shut  her  eyes  to 
it,  there  rose  the  figure  of  a  man  who  was  not  Roger; 
at  least,  who  was  not  that  Eoger  who  had  come  into 
the  Windholm  parlour  like  a  revelation,  and  had  won 
all  her  heart.  The  more  she  tried  to  hide  it  from  her- 
self, the  more  the  new  outlines  grew  in  distinctness. 
If  this  was  Roger,  she  had  to  make  a  new  beginning, 
and  learn  to  know  him  over  again.  As  this  thought 
gTew  over  her,  her  sobs  stopped  as  if  by  magic.  It 
was  something  too  serious  for  sobs  that  had  happened 
to  her.  Such  was  the  sad  effect  of  that  innocent  mis- 
take about  Lady  Betty.  Half-a-dozen  words,  drawn 
from  an  unsuspecting  young  woman  by  the  profoundest 
23ity,  was  all  the  offence-,  but  it  kept  English  society 
in  Florence  in  amusement  for  a  week,  and  drove 
Roger  Trevelyan  frantic,  and  lifted  the  veil  of  illusion 
that  all  this  time  had  hung  between  him  and  his  wife. 
And  what  was  perhaps  worst  of  all,  when  Roger  re- 
covered his  temper,  was,  that  it  revealed  to  himself 
something  very  much  like  what  it  had  revealed  to 
Agnes,  and  made  him  feel  small,  and  shabby,  and 
poor  in  his  own  eyes  as  well  as  hers.  A  man  can  get 
over  being  meanly  thought  of  by  others,  but  he  cannot 
get  over  it  when  it  is  in  his  own  mind  that  this  idea 
arises;  and  by  this  means  disenchantment  arrived  to 
both  of  them. 

"When  Agnes  met  her  husband  at  dinner,  she  was 
pale  and  worn  out,  and  had  not  very  much  to  say; 
and  when  Roger  met  her  eyes  he  shrank  a  little,  and 
felt  disposed  to  say,  as  his  father  might  have  said, 
"Why  the  deuce  do  you  look  at  me  like  tliat?"  He 
went  out  to  his  club  that  evening,  and  Agnes  did  not 
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ask  a  question;  but  when  she  sat  down  again  by  her 
drawing-room  fire,  alone,  she  was  not  placid  as  before. 
She  pushed  away  the  novel  she  was  trying  to  read, 
and  went  back  again,  without  mshing  it,  to  that  brief 
and  sudden  interview.  It  appeared,  at  this  moment, 
by  far  the  greatest  event  that  had  ever  occurred  in 
Agnes  Trevelyan's  life. 

CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

After. 

Though  we  have  been  thus  candid  about  the  mar- 
ried life  of  these  two  young  people,  whose  marriage 
was  so  entirely  a  love  mamage  "on  both  sides,"  as 
people  say,  it  is  not  in  the  least  to  be  supposed  that 
things  went  to  any  tragic  length  of  mutual  distrust 
and  jealousy  between  the  Trevelyans.  Love,  when  it 
is  real,  is  sturdy  and  long-lived,  and  can  bear  a  great 
deal  of  disenchantment.  When  Agnes  came  to  herself 
after  this  rude  shock,  she  addressed  herself,  as  was 
natural  to  William  Stanfield's  daughter,  to  a  recon- 
sideration of  her  position  altogether,  and  her  duties. 
No  doubt  there  was  justice  in  what  Roger  said.  If 
she  could  but  talk  readily,  and  without  any  particular 
regard  for  other  people,  as  Lottie  Charlton  could  do, 
there  might  be  some  hope  for  her;  but  how  she,  young, 
shy,  and  ignorant,  could  ever  hope  to  make  for  herself 
an  independent  footing  in  "society"  —  how  she  could 
learn  all  about  other  people,  and  understand  what  was 
permissible  and  what  was  non-permissible  in  the  way 
of  friendship  —  seemed  to  Agnes  as  near  impossible 
as  anything  could  be  that  had  been  done  by  other 
human  creatures  before  her. 
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She  did  her  duty  all  the  same,  like  a  martyr.  She 
went  out  in  another  damp  hired  brougham  like  that  of 
Lady  Betty,  and  called  religiously  upon  everybody 
who  had  called  on  her,  and  made  the  most  heroic 
exertions  to  talk  as  often  as  she  found  her  people  at 
home;  and  when  she  had  a  chance  of  a  tete-a-tete^ 
Agnes  could  get  on.  Her  entire  absence  of  any  preten- 
sion, her  sweet  reception  of  all  the  matronly  counsels 
that  were  naturally  addressed  to  so  young  a  wife, 
found  favour  for  her  in  the  eyes  of  the  ladies  who 
were  elderly,  and  could  appreciate  so  sympathetic  a 
listener;  but  with  her  own  contemporaries,  Agnes  was 
much  more  at  a  loss.  She  could  not  enter  into  their 
talk  of  gaieties,  past  and  present  —  her  humble  breed- 
ing gave  to  her  natural  refinement  a  certain  antique 
air  of  deference  and  respect  for  everybody,  which 
amused  those  lively  young  women ;  and  when  by  chance 
she  got  into  the  midst  of  a  group  of  them,  all  talking 
across  each  other,  it  is  impossible  to  imagine  any 
human  intelligence  more  bewildered  than  that  of  Agnes, 
who  turned  from  one  to  another,  without  being  able, 
in  her  own  person,  to  find  a  word,  except  the  direst 
commonjDlace,  to  say.  Her  looks,  as  she  emerged  from 
such  a  trial,  might  have  served  as  a  beacon  to  all 
village  maidens  desirous  of  attempting  the  role  of  fine 
lady.  But  indeed,  if  Agnes  had  had  any  ambition  for 
that  role  J  she  might  possibly  have  succeeded  better. 
She  came  out  with  flushed  and  fatigued  looks,  sick  to 
death  of  the  weary  effort,  wondering  if,  after  all,  it 
would  not  be  a  relief  to  go  and  have  a  good  talk  with 
Mrs.  Eogers,  the  baker,  now  that  it  was  proved  to  her, 
on  the  best  authority,  that  Mrs.  Rogers,  the  baker, 
gave  rather   a  piquant   version  of  the  ordinary  inter- 
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course  of  society.  Lady  Betty  slie  was  obliged  to 
avoid,  after  that  unlucky  utterance  which  she  had 
made  in  the  fullness  of  her  heart;  and  though  by  times 
Mrs.  Trevelyan  got  up  from  the  corner  of  a  sofa,  where 
some  kind  mamma  had  been  impressing  upon  her  a 
whole  code  of  laws  and  regulations,  with  a  soothed 
and  comforted  heart,  her  general  sensation  after  those 
morning  calls  was  of  that  utter  discouragement  which 
arises  when  one  feels  that  one  has  done  one's  self  in- 
justice —  that  one  has  disguised  all  one's  good  quali- 
ties, and  looked  insipid  and  stupid  and  useless,  and 
made  a  total  and  entire  failure. 

After  all,  what  Roger  said  was  true.  If  he  had 
been  one  of  her  father's  workmen,  Agnes  would  have 
worked  for  him  with  a  sense  of  perennial  strength  and 
happiness;  if  he  had  been  sick  in  body  or  mind,  she 
would  have  made  him  the  tenderest  and  most  devoted 
of  nurses.  And  if,  instead,  he  had  been  a  workman  of 
another  kind,  an  artist  or  professional  man  of  any 
description  —  one  of  the  exceptional  classes,  who  are 
of  no  rank  and  yet  may  be  of  all  ranks  —  Agnes 
would  have  been  in  her  true  element,  an  ideal  wife. 
Even,  perhaps,  had  it  so  happened  that  Roger  had 
been  of  the  very  highest  level  of  society,  at  that  point 
where  rank  itself  loses  distinction,  being  looked  on  from 
above  —  there,  too,  Agnes  might  have  made  and  kept 
a  womanly  exceptional  place,  entirely  worthy  of  her. 
But,  unfortunately,  Roger  was  neither  high  enough  nor 
low  enough  for  such  a  result.  He  was  a  young  man 
who  would  have  been  very  much  dependent  upon  his 
wife  for  his  social  standing  in  any  other  circumstances, 
seeing  that  the  immediate  antecedents  of  his  family, 
and  the  unsavoury  reputation  of  Sir  Roger  Trevelyan, 
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stood  dead  in  his  way.  In  order  to  be  a  good  wife  to 
liim,  it  became  her  duty  not  only  to  make  herself  ac- 
ceptable, but,  if  possible,  to  fascinate  society,  and  this, 
of  course,  she  was  utterly  unqualified  to  do. 

In  short,  Agnes  Stanfield  was,  as  wife  of  Roger 
Trovelyan ,  a  failure.  She  felt  it  herself  vaguely,  with 
wistful  hopes  that  he  did  not  share  that  conviction ;  and 
he  felt  it,  which  was  worse,  and  thought  of  Beatrice's 
letter  now  and  then  with  a  strange  bitterness;  angry  at 
his  sister  for  foreseeing  what  would  happen,  yet  having 
a  higher  opinion  of  her,  because  her  prediction  had 
come  so  exactly  true.  All  this  was  within  the  first 
year  after  their  marriage,  and  all  the  time  they  still 
loved  each  other  with  a  love  which  would  have  asserted 
itself  as  the  great  primitive  power  of  their  lives,  if 
anything  had  occun-ed  to  drive  them  back  upon  first 
principles.  Roger  was  very  fond  of  his  wife,  but  he 
felt  sure  that  she  would  commit  and  compromise  him, 
if  he  did  not  keep  his  warning  eye  upon  her.  He  kept 
watching  her  when  they  were  together,  in  constant 
alarm  for  some  gaucherie,  such  as  Agnes  never  would 
have  committed  but  for  the  panic  he  kept  her  in;  and 
yet  he  goaded  her  on  to  spasmodic  efforts,  of  which,  in 
his  own  mind,  he  predicted  the  failure.  And  Agnes 
had  not  in  her  innocent  heart  a  thought  which  was  not 
entirely  consecrated  to  her  husband:  yet  she  knew  that 
in  her  difficulties  she  could  put  no  trust  in  him,  and 
that  he  was  much  more  likely  to  abandon  than  to  stand 
by  her,  if  she  erred  in  her  ignorance.  These  two  distinct 
conceptions  of  each  other  came  between  them  and  their 
union:  they  were  not  simply  a  husbaiud  and  wife,  but  a 
husband  with  an  unsatisfactory  idea  of  his  wife ,  and  a 
wife  with  an  unsatisfactory  idea  of  her  husband,  always 
Agnes.  I.  18 
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present.  Such  things  occur  often  enough  in  actual  life. 
Sometimes  they  disperse  and  come  to  nothing,  as  the 
two  people  concerned  grow  older  and  wiser,  and  learn 
to  disjoin  Lhe  real  from  the  imaginary,  sometimes  they 
deepen  into  weary  indifference,  or  tragic  disdain-,  some- 
times they  do  neither  one  nor  the  other,  but  continue 
as  they  are,  throwing  a  certain  vague  sense  of  failure 
into  two  lives.  It  was  not  that  they  ceased  to  love 
each  other,  or  ceased  to  be  happy;  but  the  life  into 
which  they  had  actually  fallen  —  the  real  life,  was  not 
that  life  for  which  they  had  hoped.  Others  might  find 
it,  perhaps;  but  for  these  two,  or,  perhaps  it  would  be 
more  just  to  say,  for  Agnes  (her  husband  not  being 
either  visionary  or  imaginative,  to  speak  of),  she  had, 
without  saying  it  to  herself,  a  vague  sense  of  something 
lost.  She  had  drawn  her  lot,  and  it  was  not  the  perfect 
lot;  and,  to  be  sure,  she  was  too  young  and  inex- 
perienced to  be  aware  that  most  other  people  have 
the  same  idea,  and  that  the  ideal  life  lives  only  in 
dreams. 

In  this  way  they  went  on,  till  all  the  dull  days  of 
Lent  were  tolled  out,  and  Easter  had  come.  Agnes 
did  not  make  much  advance  in  her  culture  of  society, 
but  she  had  begun  to  impress  a  distinct  idea  of  herself 
and  her  character  upon  some  members  of  the  set  to 
which  Roger  belonged.  These  young  men  behaved  to 
Mrs.  Trevelyan  with  a  degree  of  deference  which  gave 
Agnes  some  consolation.  They  did  not  address  her  in 
the  free-and-easy  way  with  which  they  treated  Lottie 
Charlton,  who  rather  liked  to  be  considered  as  one  of 
them.  As  for  Agnes,  though  she  did  not  talk  much, 
they  were  all  as  respectful  to  her  as  if  she  had  been  a 
princess  in  her  own  right;  though  perhaps  it  was  her 
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beauty,  wliicli  increased  as  lier  mind  expanded,  wliich 
gained  her  this  distinction.  And  several  elderly  women 
who  formed  part  of  the  English  community  at  Florence 
that  winter,  spoke  almost  tenderly  of  young  Trevelyan's 
wife.  Such  was  the  utmost  extent  of  her  success;  for, 
as  to  her  own  contemporaries,  she  did  not  speak  their 
language  nor  understand  their  ways.  In  these  lonely 
days,  Agnes  made  a  great  many  visits  to  the  picture 
which  had  first  roused  her  dormant  sense  of  art.  Some 
people  who  remarked  her  there,  gazing  at  it  wistfully, 
set  her  down  for  a  young  painter,  studying  for  a  copy ; 
and  nobody  had  the  least  idea  of  the  new  world  of 
thoughts,  such  as  Mary  could  say  only  to  Elizabeth, 
which  were  rising  in  the  bosom  of  the  young  woman 
who  had  no  mother  and  no  sister,  and,  indeed,  "nobody 
belonging  to  her,"  as  she  herself  would  have  said. 

By  this  time,  however,  the  hope  of  going  home,  as 
Roger  had  promised  to  her  father,  began  to  occupy 
IVIrs.  Trevelyan's  mind.  To  go  home  was  something, 
though  Agnes  had  but  very  vague  ideas  what  it  meant.  It 
did  not  mean  going  back  to  the  blacksmith's  parlour;  it 
did  not  mean  going  to  the  Hall,  as  would  have  been 
natural  for  Sir  Roger  Trevelyan's  son:  it  meant  she 
could  not  tell  what  —  something  altogether  uncertain, 
which  awoke  some  ho'pe  and  some  fear  in  her  mind. 
It  could  not  be  otherwise  than  a  happiness  to  see  her 
father;  and  yet  Agnes  could  not  conceal  from  herself 
that  her  entire  life  and  expectations  had  changed  since 
she  parted  from  her  father.  She  was  not  yet  a  year 
older,  but  she  had  gained  experiences  which  she  had 
never  anticipated,  and  lost  hopes  that  looked  like  cer- 
tainties. She  could  not  speak  to  him  of  those  things 
which  came  into  her  mind  when  she  stood  before  Al- 
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bertinelli's  picture.  She  could  not  speak  much  to  him 
of  Roger  —  she  was  no  longer  her  old  self,  to  give 
him  pleasure,  but  another  woman;  and  then  there  came 
into  her  heart  a  timid  suggestion,  which  was  cruel  to 
think  of  —  that  perhaps  it  would  be  better  for  all  of 
them  if  they  did  not  go  home. 

The  same  thought  was  no  doubt  in  Roger's  mind. 
He  was  very  gloomy  after  those  races  were  over  which 
Lady  Charlton  had  stigmatized  as  being  a  very  dangerous 
amusement  for  young  men.  He  had  betted  and  lost 
money,  though  he  did  not  tell  his  wife;  and  it  may  be 
imagined  that  Stanfi eld's  five  hundred  pounds,  which 
the  blacksmith  thought  a  liberal  allowance  for  a  year, 
was  done  long  ago.  Roger  was  in  much  anxiety  for 
some  time,  having  entered  into  some  desperate  borrowing 
transactions,  which,  like  the  other,  he  did  not  speak  of 
to  his  wife.  And  then  the  milliner's  bill  came  in  from 
Paris.  "Much  good  it  has  done,"  he  said  bitterly,  and 
thrust  it  into  his  pocket.  He  was  not  himself  aware 
what  he  had  expected  or  hoped  when  he  ordered  all 
these  fine  things  for  Agnes.  Perhaps,  since  human 
nature  is  full  of  vanity,  and  a  man  is  apt  to  think  that 
what  has  conquered  his  regard  must  take  all  the  world 
by  storm,  he  had  anticipated  for  his  bride  a  great  suc- 
cess in  that  easy  society  abroad  which  might  serve  as 
a  stepping-stone  to  society  at 'home;  but  that  hope  had 
been  disappointed,  as  was  apparent  enough.  And  the 
French  maid  and  all  the  expenses  he  had  lavished  upon 
his  wife's  outfit  were  so  far  lost.  Things  were  getting 
now  to  a  point  at  which  it  was  no  longer  possible  to 
uphold  the  "appearances"  which  he  had  been  keeping 
up  in  Florence,  and  it  was  necessary  to  take  some  de- 
finite step.     With  this  idea  in  his  mind  Roger  walked 
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into  his  wife's  little  drawing-room,  and  established  him- 
self in  the  favourite  position  of  an  Englishman  before 
the  fire  —  or  at  least  before  the  place  where  there 
might  have  been  a  fire,  had  not  spring  come  early  and 
bright  with  the  Easter  offerings,  to  prove  that,  after 
all,  this  was  Tuscany  and  not  England,  But  Roger, 
at  that  moment  being  otherwise  occupied,  did  not  ob- 
serve the  absence  of  the  fire. 

"Agnes,"  he  said,  suddenly,  "all  the  world  begins 
to  move;  it  is  always  so  after  Easter.  I  think  we  must 
go  too.  What  do  you  suppose  I  have  been  planning? 
It  is  only  March  yet,  and  there  is  plenty  of  time.  I 
want  to  take  you  to  Naples,  if  you  think  you  can  bear 
the  journey  —  for  that  matter,  you  are  not  at  all  a 
bad  sailor;  we  can  go  there  direct  from  Leghorn,  without 
much  trouble.  After  seeing  so  much  as  you  have  done, 
I  should  like  you  to  go  there." 

Agnes's  heart  leaped  up  and  began  to  beat  loudly, 
as  had  unfortunately  become  the  case  with  her  when 
she  began  to  discuss  matters  with  Roger.  "But  I 
thought,"  she  said,  "that  you  had  promised  to  go 
home." 

"Oh  yes,"  said  Roger,  with  a  volubility  and  readi- 
ness which  might  have  convinced  Agnes,  if  any  suspi- 
cion had  existed  in  her  mind,  that  he  had  thought 
over  the  whole  matter  and  was  prepared  for  that  ob- 
jection —  "oh  yes;  but  there  is  plenty  of  time.  We 
don't  need  to  settle  down,  you  know,  as  we  have  done 
here,  unless  we  like  it  —  and  the  sea  keeps  it  cool 
there  —  not  like  this  suffocating  place;  and  then  it  is 
always  so  easy  to  return  direct  from  Naples.  I  don't 
mean,  however,  to  take  you  to  Naples,  which  is  odious 
at  this  time  of  the  year;   I  mean  to  take  you  to  Sor- 
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i;ento,  which  is  charming;  and  then  we'll  take  it  quietly 
and  do  Pompeii  and  all  that.  The  Charltons  are  go- 
ing, but  we  can  steer  clear  of  the  Charltons  —  for,  of 
course,  my  lady  does  everything  like  a  milady,  where- 
as, I  think  we  had  better  be  a  little  economical  this 
time." 

"Yes,"  said  Agnes,  with  anxiety.  "I  hope  you 
will  tell  me,  Roger,  if  I  spend  too  much.  If  I  knew 
what  we  have,  and  how  much  we  could  afford  — " 

"Oh,  don't  you  trouble  about  that,"  said  Eoger; 
"you  have  enough  to  do  with  yourself  at  present,  my 
darling.  It  is  time  enough  to  bother  you.  The  fact 
is  we  have  not  got  anything,"  said  the  young  man, 
laughing,  as  if  that  was  the  most  ordinary  state  of 
affairs.  "By-the-by,  as  we  are  talking  of  that,  I  for- 
got to  ask  you  —  is  Louise  a  great  comfort  to  you, 
Agnes?  would  it  be  a  great  sacrifice  to  you  if  she  were 
to  go  away?" 

"Louise  a  great  comfort  to  me?"  said  Agnes,  with 
a  little  surprise;  and  then  she  added,  laughing  in  her 
turn,  "I  think  I  am  a  comfort  to  her,  Roger,  if  that  is 
what  you  mean." 

"That  is  not  what  I  mean  in  the  least,"  said  Roger. 
"I  can't  be  expected  to  take  much  interest  in  that. 
No  doubt  it  is  a  comfort  to  have  a  mistress  so  little 
exacting  as  you  are;  but,  indeed,  I  wanted  to  ask  you 
if  it  would  be  a  great  sacrifice  to  you  to  give  her  up ; 
I  wish  you  would,  if  you  didn't  mind.  You  can  al- 
ways get  an  Italian,  you  know  —  and  it  would  be 
good  practice  for  the  language;  and  then  you  know, 
my  darling,  the  expense  — " 

"Yes,  Roger,  I  know,"  said  Agnes;  "or  at  least  I 
don't  know,   which  is  much  worse,   if  you  would  only 
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think  it.  But  you  know  I  never  wanted  Louise,  and  I 
shall  be  very  glad  to  have  her  go.  Her  talents  are 
wasted  upon  me,"  said  Agnes,  with  a  faint  deprecatory- 
smile.  "She  says  herself  that  she  wants  opportunity 
here ;  on  the  contrary ,  I  shall  be  very  thankful  if  you 
will  try  to  get  her  a  place  and  let  her  go." 

"/  try  to  get  her  a  place!"  cried  Roger.  "No,  no, 
nothing  of  that  sort.  It  would  be  better  to  tell  our 
secrets  ourselves  than  to  get  her  into  the  house  of 
some  of  our  acquaintances  to  tell  them  all  about  us. 
No,  no,  not  the  latter  part  of  your  demand;  but,  if  you 
have  no  objection,  I'll  send  her  away." 

And,  after  a  little  conversation,  he  left  Agnes  to 
herself  and  went  off  upon  one  of  his  many  occupations. 
As  for  j\Irs.  Trevelyan,  she  kept  still  on  the  same  chair, 
in  the  same  attitude,  wondering  what  she  should  say 
to  her  father,  but  feeling  at  the  same  time  a  certain 
vague  relief  and  ease  in  the  thought  that  there  was  to 
be  at  least  some  postponement  of  the  return.  She 
thought  herself,  it  is  true,  an  unnatural  monster  and 
wretch  for  feeling  so,  as  many  a  young  wife  has  done 
before  her,  and  went  back  with  a  pang  to  the  life  for 
ever  gone  and  past,  in  which  she  had  been  her  father's 
joy,  and  he  everything  to  her  —  playmate,  teacher, 
companion,  and  friend.  But  that  was  past  and  ended, 
and  never  could  come  back-,  and  as  for  this  new  life 
—  this  existence  which  had  developed  such  unthought- 
of  conditions  —  Agnes  could  not  explain  to  herself  her 
reluctance  to  bring  it  under  her  father's  eyes.  She 
was  afraid,  at  the  same  time,  of  his  disapprobation  and 
of  his  pity.  She  did  not  want  him  to  blame  her  hus- 
band, nor  to  be  sorry  for  her,  nor  to  see  the  disadvan- 
tages under  which  she  lay;   and   she   felt  by  instinct, 
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that  now  the  wooing  was  over,  and  the  period  of  ro- 
mance, which  makes  ahnost  everything  possible,  Stan- 
field  and  Roger  would  be  insupportable  to  each  other. 
She  knew  it  —  and  the  sense  tore  her  heart  asunder; 
had  they  been  necessarily  together,  she  would  have 
made  her  life  wretched  by  innocent  vain  attempts  to 
bring  them  into  harmony  —  as  so  many  women  do 
with  disastrous  consequences;  as  it  was,  she  had  to 
bear  in  silence  the  inexpressible  pang  of  feeling  that 
she  was  glad  not  to  go  home. 

And  in  a  very  short  time  after,  they  were  settled 
at  Sorrento,  with  such  an  attempt  at  comfort  as  was 
possible  under  the  circumstances,  in  a  suite  of  rooms 
in  an  old,  half-ruinous  palace,  with  a  garden  full  of 
orange- trees ,  and  a  terrace  which  looked  on  the  sea. 
Nothing  under  heaven  could  be  lovelier  than  their  sur- 
roundings; few  things  could  be  less  comfortable,  accord- 
ing to  the  primitive,  untravelled  English  ideas  which 
Agnes  had  brought  with  her  out  of  her  humble  level 
of  life;  and  her  nerves  were  a  little  excited  and  upset 
by  various  circumstances.  Perhaps  on  the  whole,  at 
that  moment,  a  tidy  little  English  parlour,  with  all  its 
trifling  everyday  solacements,  a  sunny  little  English 
flower-plot,  a  prospect  limited  by  a  few  trees,  would 
have  satisfied  her  more  than  the  unspeakable  forlorn 
beauty,  which  overwhelmed  her  young  mind,  overworn 
and  unduly  stimulated  as  it  was.  Even  Mademoiselle 
Louise,  by  mere  force  of  being  familiar,  would  have 
been,  as  Roger  had  expressed  it,  a  comfort  to  the  lonely 
young  woman.  Roger  himself  was  very  good  and 
kind;  but,  to  be  sure,  he  was  "obliged"  to  be  out 
often  when  his  wife  could  not  accompany  him;  and 
when  this  was  the  case,   Agnes  spent  her  evenings  on 
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tlie  terrace  witli  a  sense  of  absolute  loneliness,  wliicli, 
perhaps,  did  not  do  mucli  credit  to  her  appreciation  of 
one  of  the  most  beautiful  landscapes  under  heaven. 
The  sun  setting  over  Ischia  —  the  purple  evening 
glow  on  Vesuvius,  the  sound  of  the  Ave  Maria  dropping 
suddenly  into  the  glorious  blue  of  sky  and  sea  and  air, 
just  at  that  charmed  moment  when  the  light  throbs 
and  trembles  before  it  turns  into  darkness,  and  day,  in 
the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  becomes  night  —  conveyed 
to  Agnes  rather  a  sense  of  contrast  cruel  and  intoler- 
able, than  that  tranquillizing  calm  which  a  more  ex- 
perienced sufferer  might  have  felt  in  it.  To  the  young 
creature  whose  nervous  system  was  all  out  of  order, 
and  whose  mind  was  waking  up,  and  her  senses,  so 
far  as  external  beauty  was  concerned,  only  coming  to 
her,  this  loveliest  scene  on  earth  was  full  of  vague  ex- 
citement, stimulation,  and  a  kind  of  despair.  It  was 
like  seeing  happiness  pure  and  perfect,  and  knowing 
that  she  had  no  share  in  it,  and  never  could  hope  to 
have.  At  her  age,  that  atmosphere  seemed  to  neces- 
sitate happiness;  it  suggested  union,  comprehension, 
sympathy,  which,  indeed,  are  ideas  which  occur  to 
most  people  in  the  lingering  light  of  a  summer  even- 
ing, bringing  impatience  to  the  young  and  recollection 
to  the  old.  Agnes  was  at  the  impatient  age,  and  did 
not  know  how  to  support  the  absence  of  happiness, 
active  and  conscious-,  and  even  the  moderation,  and  al- 
most wisdom,  which  she  had,  to  a  certain  extent,  in- 
herited from  her  father,  stood  her  in  no  stead  against 
the  charm  of  these  wondrous  nights  and  the  solitude 
of  her  soul.  It  seemed  so  strange,  so  out  of  nature, 
that  she  should  not  be  happy  when  all  the  world  lay 
visibly  before  her  in  such  a  silent  ecstasy.     And  then, 
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when  the  skies  darkened  —  if  that  softened  glory 
could  be  called  darkness  —  now  and  then  there  would 
come  a  sound  of  singing  from  the  violet  sea.  Perhaps 
it  was  some  one  lamenting  in  a  sweet  pretence  of  woe 
over  the  hard-heartedness  of  that  "sgrata  Sorrentina," 
who  ^^Non  ha  maje  di  me  pietd;'''  perhaps  it  was  the 
voice' that  invokes  Santa  Lucia  to  the  agile  hark  of  the 
fisherman;  and  then  this  was  what  they  sung:  — 

"Mare  si  placido, 
Vento  si  caro, 
Scordar  fa  i  triboli 
Al  marinaro." 

But  the  placid  sea  and  the  evening  breeze  did  not  have 
the  same  effect  upon  Agnes  as  upon  the  mariner.  In- 
stead of  making  her  forget  her  troubles,  it  made  her 
impatient  of  them  —  impatient  as  she  had  never  before 
been,  nor  had  a  chance  of  being,  in  all  her  innocent 
life.  And  then,  when  she  had  about  got  to  the  farthest 
limit  of  her  endurance,  Roger  would  come  home  — 

"Here  you  are  again!"  Eoger  would  say — for  the 
chances  were  he  came  in  disposed  to  be  very  amiable, 
not  being  altogether  without  a  sense  of  guilt  —  "and 
you  know,  my  darling,  it  is  not  perfectly  wholesome 
after  sunset.  You  must  remember  that  this  is  not  Eng- 
land. Come  along  indoors;  but,  after  all,  it  is  glorious, 
by  Jove!  I  don't  wonder  you  like  it.  Those  fellows 
down  at  the  Sirena  never  give  one  a  chance  to  look  at 
anything  —  except  that  young  spoon,  Cochrane,  who 
is  getting  up  a  grand  passion  for  Lottie  Charlton,  save 
the  mark!  One  needs  to  come  to  you,  Agnes,  to  feel 
how  beautiful  it  is." 

And  then,   somehow,   it  did  all  of  a  sudden  grow 
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sweet  to  tlie  poor  little  wife,  notwithstanding  tliat  her 
nerves  were  still  as  much  out  of  order  as  ever. 

"Yes,"  said  Agnes,  softly;  "somehow  it  is  hard  to 
get  the  full  good  of  anything  when  one  is  alone." 

"But  for  all  so  lovely  as  it  is,"  Roger  would  say, 
picking  up  her  shawl,  and  wrapping  it  round  her,  "I 
cannot  have  you  staying  out  any  longer.  We  can 
have  the  windows  open,  which  is  almost  as  good  as 
being  outside;  and  I  told  Antonio  to  light  the  lamp. 
Come  in  and  have  some  tea." 

And  the  chances  were  that  he  made  her  lie  down 
on  the  sofa  near  the  window,  and  brought  her  tea  to 
her,  and  sat  by  her  —  with  the  serene  gloom  of  the 
great  room  on  one  side,  faintly  lighted  by  the  tall 
lamp  with  its  three  unshaded  lights,  and  showing  here 
and  there  upon  the  walls  a  gleam  of  half-obliterated 
fresco;  and,  on  the  other  hand,  through  the  marble 
balustrade  of  the  balcony,  the  gleam  of  that  violet  sea, 
the  distant  mass  of  Ischia  lying  against  the  fading  glow 
of  the  west,  and  all  that  world  of  exquisite  blue  air 
warmed  through  and  tlu'ough  with  the  departed  sun- 
shine ,  and  sweet  with  blossoms ,  which  it  is  so  hard  to 
believe  can  carry  danger  and  pestilence.  From  which 
any  one  interested  in  Agnes  Trevelyan  will  at  once 
perceive  that  her  life  was  not  by  any  means,  so  far  as 
it  had  gone,  a  painfully  exceptional  one,  affording 
scope  for  despair  and  misery,  but  only  an  ordinary 
life,  made  up  of  some  things  that  were  bitter  and  some 
that  were  sweet  —  a  life  to  which  a  woman  outliving 
her  first  ideas  of  romance  and  perfection  might  manage 
very  well  to  accustom  herself,  and  live  cheerily  enough 
for  lack  of  a  better;   which,   after  all,   is  the  best  that 
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can  be  said  for  most  of  the  lives  that  are  considered 
happy  among  men. 

And  it  was   here,   as   might  have  been  expected, 
that  little  Walter  was  born. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

Roger's  Letters. 

Roger  Trevelyan  had  a  great  many  good  qua- 
lities, as  the  reader  may  have  perceived.  Indeed,  there 
is  very  little  to  be  said  against  him  in  a  general  way, 
except  that  he  was  not  the  man  to  make  an  exceptional 
marriage,  and  that  it  was  a  very  exceptional  marriage 
that  he  had  made.  He  had  not  philosophy  enough  to 
give  up  the  world,  and  he  had  not  courage  enough  to 
brave  it;  and  in  consequence,  all  that  he  was  fit  for 
was  to  lose  his  temper  in  spasmodic  attempts  to  make 
his  wife  like  everybody  else,  as  he  had  done  at  Flo- 
rence, or  to  give  her  tacitly  up  and  carry  on  his  social 
intercourse  without  her,  as  he  was  doing  at  Sorrento. 
Both  of  these  expedients  were  ill-advised  and  unfortunate ; 
but  then  the  poor  young  man  knew  no  better!  He  had 
seen  a  little  clearer  when  he  was  a  lover,  and  had  re- 
cognised in  Agnes  the  exceptional  woman,  who  was 
still  less  at  home  in  her  own  class  than  in  that  which 
he  could  transplant  her  to;  but  unfortunately,  from  the 
moment  when  Roger  began  to  form  his  wife's  mind,  he 
had  also  begun  to  see  in  her  a  blacksmith's  daughter, 
quite  ignorant  of  the  usages  of  society,  and  to  ignore 
the  finer  qualities  which  were  above  all  usages,  and 
which,  if  he  had  but  stood  by  her  and  trusted  in  her, 
might  have  more  than  justified  him   in  his  marriage. 
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Nevertheless,  lie  knew  in  his  heart  that  the  man  who 
had  so  sweet  a  wife  to  come  home  to  —  even  though 
Lady  Charlton  informed  everybody  that  he  had  made 
a  mesalliance  —  was,  after  all,  not  a  man  to  be  pitied; 
and  the  circumstances  were  such  as  to  make  him  very 
tender  of  her  when  he  returned  to  her. 

When  the  baby  came,  it  naturally  caused  a  great 
commotion  and  crisis  in  the  mind  of  the  young  father. 
His  pecuniary  affairs  were  in  a  sufficiently  uncomfort- 
able state  before  that  event;  but  an  incident  of  this 
kind  is  naturally  suggestive,  and  Roger  could  not  but 
ask  himself,  with  a  little  horror,  what  was  to  become 
of  them  all  if  this  baby  should  be  but  the  commence- 
ment, and  Agnes,  not  finding  herself  successful  in  other 
points,  should  launch  into  this  branch  of  social  economy 
as  some  women  did.  And  then  it  occurred  to  him, 
when  he  looked  at  the  wonderful  little  living  creature 
which  belonged  to  him,  that  this  was  another  Trevelyan, 
heir  to  all  the  honours  that  remained  to  the  family,  and 
that  it  was  his  duty  to  acquaint  Sir  Roger  of  his  grand- 
son's birth.  Along  with  this,  he  had  another  letter  to 
write  to  Stanfield  of  an  equally  embarrassing  character, 
for  it  was  necessary  to  persuade  the  father  of  Agnes 
that  they  had  not  intended  to  break  their  promise  of 
returning,  but  had  deceived  themselves  as  to  Agnes's 
power  of  supporting  the  journey  home.  A  man  with 
two  such  letters  to  write  may  be  excused  for  a  little 
preoccupation,  and  even  a  little  temper,  if  that  is  ever 
excusable  —  especially  a  man  whose  wife,  in  blind 
feminine  indifference  to  everything  that  is  reasonable 
and  prudent,  is  lost  in  idiotic  happiness  over  a  struggling 
little  helpless  morsel  of  humanity,  good  for  little  but  to 
increase  its  papa's  embarrassments.    To  be  sure,  Agnes, 
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radiant  in  lier  motherliood,  and  capable  of  thinking- 
Heaven  itself  less  blessed  than  the  great  bare  painted 
room  where  her  baby  lay,  was  a  pretty  sight,  and 
worth  looking  at;  but  all  the  same,  it  was  provoking  to 
see  her  so  happy  when  her  husband  had  so  many  draw- 
backs to  his  natural  pleasure.  "I  wish  she  only  had  it 
to  do,"  he  said  to  himself,  with  a  sulky  intonation  that 
was  not  unnatural  under  the  circumstances;  and  he 
took  a  long  time  to  gather  together  his  writing  mate- 
rials, and  closed  the  green  persianis  over  the  windows 
with  a  certain  obstinacy,  shutting  out  the  landscape, 
the  glimmer  of  the  sea,  and  the  floating  music.  Then 
something  was  the  matter  with  the  oil,  and  the  thin 
long  tongues  of  flame  which  came  from  the  lamp  on 
his  table  gave  forth  fully  as  much  smoke  as  light;  and 
Roger's  ideas,  never  very  ready  to  answer  when  called, 
seemed  to  abandon  him  altogether  in  this  emergency. 
He  threw  open  the  persianis  again,  though  he  had  but 
lately  closed  them,  feeling  stifled  for  want  of  air,  and 
and  admitted  once  more  the  sea  and  sky  to  partake  his 
musings.  The  only  efi'ect  they  had  upon  him,  however, 
at  this  moment  was  to  make  him  wonder  what  the  fel- 
lows at  the  Sirena  might  be  about,  and  to  think  with 
momentary  envy  of  their  free  and  unshackled  condition, 
which  was  so  much  easier  than  his  own. 

At  this  point  Eoger  was  greatly  tempted  to  aban- 
don the  desperate  business  of  letter-writing  and  wait 
till  the  morning,  when  such  an  exertion  might  come 
more  natural  than  on  one  of  those  intoxicating,  deli- 
cious nights;  but  just  then  the  doctor  came  in  to 
congratulate  him,  and  inform  him  that  the  baby 
was  a  splendid  fellow;  and  after  that,  when  it  was  too 
late  to  think  of  going  out,  the  young  man  turned  dis- 
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consolately  to  his  writing-table.  The  wind  had  got  up 
a  little,  and  came  in,  in  gusts,  blowing  about  the  thin 
flames  of  the  lamp,  and  giving  —  or  at  least  seeming 
to  give,  as  the  light  swayed  and  blew  about  —  a  wild 
sort  of  movement  to  the  decayed  frescoes  on  the  wall. 
All  by  himself  in  this  vast,  dim,  desert  room,  the  dis- 
comfort struck  Roger,  as  it  had  often  struck  Agnes 
with  greater  reason.  For  the  moment,  the  advantages 
of  living  in  a  semi- savage  state  in  an  Italian  palace 
grew  much  less  apparent  than  he  had  imagined  them, 
and  it  was  under  the  influence  of  a  momentary  inclina^ 
tion  towards  home  that  he  dipped  his  reluctant  pen 
into  the  ink,  and  at  last  began.  Of  the  two  letters  he 
had  to  write,  that  to  the  blacksmith,  though  enough  to 
drive  a  man  to  despair,  was  on  the  whole  the  easiest; 
and  accordingly  it  was  thus  that  Roger  began:  — 

"My  dear  Stanfield,  —  I  write  to  tell  you  that 
the  baby  has  come,  and  all  is  going  on  well.  Agnes 
is  in  a  state  of  absurd  happiness,  which  it  makes  a 
fellow  furious  (in  a  way)  to  see.  Little  she  knows 
about  it,  or  any  woman.  It  is  we  that  have  got  all 
the  responsibility,  you  know.  At  the  same  time,  they 
all  say  it's  a  fine  little  thing,  and  has  Agnes's  eyes; 
and,  indeed,  I  don't  see  that  it  can  do  better  in  most 
things  —  with  a  little  training,  of  course  —  than  to 
take  after  its  mother  — " 

Here  Roger  got  up  and  shut  the  persianis  again 
with  a  little  violence.  There  were  some  stars  outside, 
projecting  themselves  out  of  the  blue  in  a  sort  of  know- 
ing, conscious  way,  that  irritated  him.  If  Agnes  had 
ever  had  any  sisters  who  died,  Roger,  who  was  a  little 
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excited,   as   was   natural   under   all    the  circumstances,, 
would  have  fancied  it  was  them  who  were  thus  spying 
upon  him  and  finding  out  what  he  said.     And  then  he 
continued  his  letter:  — 

"Now,  my  dear  Stanfield,  I  don't  mind  saying  that 
I  know  I'm  in  the  wrong  a  little,  and  I  only  hope  you 
won't  think  it  was  intentional.  I  wanted  Agnes  to 
see  the  Bay  of  Naples ,  which  is ,  after  all ,  though  a 
man  does  not  like  to  give  in  to  say  the  regular  thing 
that  everybody  says,  the  most  beautiful  landscape,  I 
believe,  that  ever  was  invented.  I  wanted  her  to  see 
it  just  now,  you  know,  as  long  as  we  are  both  young, 
and  she  had  nothing  to  encumber  her;  and  besides,  it's 
cheap  *  here;  and  not  knowing  much  about  these  things, 
I  thought  she  would  be  strong  enough  to  come  home 
before  this  happened.  I  am  very  sorry  to  disappoint 
you,  and  I  should  be  still  more  sorry  if  I  thought  you 
would  think  I  did  not  intend  to  keep  my  word.  This 
is  exactly  how  it  happened,  and  so  far  there  seems  no 
reason  to  regret  being  here;  and,  so  long  as  Agnes  is 
all  right,  I  hope  you  won't  mind.  As  for  moving  now, 
I  don't  quite  see  how  we're  to  do  it.  Travelling  is 
horribly  expensive;  and,  to  commence  with,  I  had  set 
my  heart  on  Agnes  having  everything  she  could  pos- 
sibly have  had,  had  I  been  in  my  proper  position,  and 
provided  for  as  I  ought  to  be.  Perhaps  it  was  impru- 
dent; but  I  daresay  you,  at  least,  will  understand  my 
motive;  —  and  the  fact  is,  we  got  through  a  great 
deal   of  money   at   Florence.      I   have  been   thinking, 

*  Mr.  Trevelyan  wrote  in  the  days  when  expenses  were  reckoned  in 
carlins  —  in  those  days  when  the  kingdom  of  the  Two  Sicilies  was  very 
miserable,  but  very  cheap. 


Roger's  letters.  289 

therefore,  of  remaining-  here,  which  will  be  good  for 
Agnes  and  the  baby,  as  we  are  in  a  good  situation,  and 
I  don't  think  it  will  be  too  hot.  And  then  there  is 
this  advantage  in  staying  in  Italy,  that  one  can  do 
without  a  great  many  things  here  that  would  be  in- 
dispensable for  Mrs.  Trevelyan  at  home." 

When  Roger  had  reached  this  point  he  got  up 
again  and  returned  to  the  persianis,  which  seemed  to 
furnish  an  accompaniment  to  his  letter.  He  felt  as  if 
there  was  not  air  enough  to  breathe,  and  as  if,  after 
all,  the  sea  was  company,  and  kept  him  in  countenance  5 
but  he  opened  them  only  partially,  and  left  one  side 
half  closed  between  him  and  that  inquisitive  spectator 
star.  It  was,  perhaps,  a  little  bold  to  speak  to  Stan- 
field,  who  had  always  overawed  him,  of  Mrs.  Tre- 
velyan, but  still  he  was  rather  pleased  with  his  own 
"pluck"  when  he  came  back  to  the  table,  and  saw  the 
name  actually  written  down.  Then  he  resumed  as  be- 
fore: — 

"This  is  my  chief  reason  for  staying  here:  —  A 
long  journey  would  not  be  good  for  her  just  now;  and 
there  is  always  the  chance  that  Sir  Roger  may  change 
his  mind  when  he  hears  there  is  an  heir  (I  believe  I 
forgot  to  mention  that  it  was  a  boy).  In  those  circum- 
stances, considering  the  urgent  need  there  is  for  economy, 
and  that  really  there  is  no  very  special  call  for  us  to 
go  home,  I  am  sure  you  will  see  with  me,  that  it's  best, 
on  the  whole,  to  stay  on  at  Sorrento.  No  doubt  it's  a 
sacrifice  for  me,  as  there's  no  society,  especially  in  the 
summer;  but  then  it's  good  for  Agnes,  which  is  always 
something,  and  we  can,  perhaps,  save  a  little  to  make 
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up  for  wliat's  past.  Believe  me,  my  dear  Stanfield, 
with  love  from  Agnes  —  I'm  safe  to  send  that,  but  I 
don't  want  to  disturb  her  just  now,  or,  of  course,  she 
would  send  lots  of  messages  — 

"Yours  very  faithfully, 

"Roger  Trevelyan." 

"By  Jove!  if  it  isn't  that  ridiculous  star,"  said 
Roger,  as  he  looked  up.  The  fact  was,  that  the  half- 
closed  persiani  was  precisely  in  the  position  to  en- 
counter the  light  of  this  mysterious  luminary,  which 
shot  in  dh-ect  like  a  silver  arrow  through  the  dark 
bars,  and  thi-ew  a  faint  white  line,  fainter  and  nar- 
rower than  moonlight,  upon  the  marble  floor.  He 
was  not  imaginative  enough  to  be  superstitious,  but 
still  the  solitude,  and  the  great  desert  of  a  room,  and 
the  frescoes  glimmering  through  the  flaring  smoky  light, 
which  made  only  the  feeblest  twilight  in  the  vastness 
of  the  place,  had  disturbed  Roger  a  little.  The  idea  of 
being  spied  upon  was  disagreeable  to  him,  even  though 
it  was  by  a  star;  and  this  time  he  closed  the  persianis 
definitively,  and  with  a  little  impatience.  "There  might 
have  been  a  curtain  to  draw,  if  we  had  been  anywhere 
but  here,"  he  said  to  himself,  forgetting  all  the  benefits 
of  the  place,  upon  which  he  had  just  been  dwelling. 
And  then  he  read  over  his  letter,  which  struck  him, 
on  the  whole,  as  being  a  highly  satisfactory  perform- 
ance—  very  conciliatory  and  all  that,  and  yet  showing 
a  sufficient  resolution  to  have  his  way.  When  he  had 
sealed  it  up,  he  had  another  conflict  with  himself 
whether  he  had  not  done  his  duty  sufficiently  for  one 
day,  and  might  let  himself  off  for  the  rest.  However, 
whether    it   was    an    impulse   of  superhuman  courage 
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which  moved  him,  or  only  that  desire  to  get  it  over, 
which  sometimes  urges  onward  the  most  sluggish  of 
men,  Roger  had  perseverance  enough  to  place  another 
sheet  of  paper  before  him,  and  again  to  dip  into  the 
ink  his  unready  pen. 

But  this  was  a  more  serious  business  than  the  other. 
After  all  that  had  passed,  he  had  not  an  idea  how  to 
address  Sir  Roger  Trevelyan,  with  whom,  even  in  his 
uncritical  boyhood,  he  had  never  held  any  correspond- 
ence. And  then  Beatrice  was  not  like  the  elder  sister, 
who  sometimes  stands  in  place  of  a  mother  to  a  boy. 
It  was  to  her,  however,  that  Roger  finally  resolved  to 
address  himself.  He  loved  his  wife  dearly,  it  is  true^ 
but  still  it  is  only  a  man  of  a  very  high  order  indeed 
who  is  above  permitting  himself  to  be  flattered  by  the 
idea  that  the  best  of  wives  is  still  scarcely  worthy  of 
the  elevation  of  being  his.  As  a  general  rule ,  ordinary 
people,  both  men  and  women,  regard  that  suggestion 
with  lenient  eyes;  and  Roger  was  no  exception  to  the 
rule.  And  then  he  had  read  over  Beatrice's  letter  two 
or  three  times  in  the  course  of  the  year,  and  had  ac- 
knowledged to  himself  that  there  was  a  wonderful  deal  of 
truth  in  it;  so  that,  on  the  whole,  he  was  not  dis^ 
inclined  to  propitiate  his  sister  by  a  little  confession  to 
begin  with,  that,  notwithstanding  all  Agnes's  good 
qualities ,  there  was  a  little  reality  in  what  Beatrice  had 
said.  To  be  sure,  there  was  some  treachery  in  this  to 
the  unconscious  wife;  but  then  she  did  not  know  Bea- 
trice, and  never  could  be  the  wiser,  and  surely  if  a 
man  has  anything  to  complain  of,  he  may  say  it  to  his 
sister  without  giving  offence  to  any  one.  With  this 
conclusion,  Roger  began  to  write  the  following  let- 
ter: — 

19* 
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"Dear  Bee,  —  I  have  long  wished  for  an  occa- 
sion to  write  to  you,  and  one  has  come  now,  which  I 
don't  know  whether  you'll  be  glad  or  sorry  to  hear  of, 
but  which ,  at  all  events ,  is  imj)ortant  enough  to  give 
me  a  reason  for  breaking  my  resolution  not  to  write  to 
any  of  you  again  after  you  were  so  shabby  as  to  desert 
me.  The  news  is,  that  I  have  got  a  son,  a  strapping 
fellow,  who  is,  of  course,  the  heir  of  the  Trevelyans, 
and,  so  far  as  appearances  go  at  present,  seems  likely 
to  make  noise  enough  in  the  world.  Of  course  you'll 
see  it  in  the  Times ^  in  all  its  glory;  but  at  such  a  time 
a  fellow  likes  to  feel  that  he  has  got  some  people  be- 
longing to  him,  and  that  is  why  I  have  made  up  my 
mind  to  write  to  you. 

"Now,  Beatrice,  I  dare  say  you  will  think  that  my 
last  letter  to  you  was  not  over-civil  —  and,  if  we  come 
to  that,  no  more  was  yours  to  me;  but  that's  a  long 
time  since,  and  I  suppose  there's  always  some  bother 
when  a  man  gets  married.  I've  read  your  letter  over 
two  or  three  times  since  then.  To  tell  the  trath,  I 
didn't  think  you  were  half  so  clever  as  that  letter  is, 
and  I  don't  mind  telling  you  in  confidence  that  part 
of  it  has,  perhaps,  come  true.  I  am  not  going  to  de- 
scribe what  my  wife  is,  for  I  think  there's  nobody  like 
her;  and  perhaps  you  would  not  believe  me  —  though 
you're  safe  to  believe  a  man,  it  appears  to  me,  after 
he's  been  married  a  year;  she  is  a  little  angel,  that's 
what  she  is;  but  all  the  same,  I  don't  mind  telling  you 
in  strict  confidence,  that  I  did  not  take  everything  into 
consideration,  as  I  might  have  done,  and  that  it's  hard 
work  in  society,  as  you  said  it  would  be.  Not  that 
there's  anything  but  what  is  charming  in  Agnes;  but, 
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of  course,  there  care  quantities  of  things  that  she  can't 
be  expected  to  know.  If  you  were  to  take  her  up  — 
I  mean  honestly  and  frankly,  and  not  in  a  condescend- 
ing sort  of  way  —  we  might  do  wonders,  you  and  I 
together;  but  she  Avants  stimulating  a  little,  there  can't 
be  any  doubt  of  that.  In  the  meantime,  I  think  I'll 
keep  abroad,  which  is  always  safe  in  the  circumstances, 
especially  as  I  am  dreadfully  hard  up.  I  can't  write 
to  Sir  Roger  —  he  disgusted  me  too  much  for  that; 
but  you  might,  perhaps,  say  something,  and  get  him 
to  rescind  his  orders  about  my  allowance.  I've  got  an 
heir  for  him,  you  know,  which  should  count  for  some- 
thing; though  I  don't  suppose  he  minds  much.  Do 
what  you  can  for  me,  there's  a  good  soul;  you  mayn't 
approve ,  but  the  more  you  don't  approve  the  more  you 
ought  to  be  sorry  for  me;  and  for  one  thing  you  know, 
when  my  time  comes  I  will  stand  by  you,  and  do  a 
brother's  duty,  and  you  shall  always  find  a  home  at 
Trevelyan ,  whatever  happens.  As  for  Agnes ,  you  may 
be  sure  she  would  always  be  kind,  and,  indeed,  delicate 
in  her  way;  and  you  could  do  her  a  great  deal  of  good, 
if  you  consented  to  take  her  in  hand.  Her  mind  wants 
forming,  that  is  the  fact;  but,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  have 
been  a  good  deal  occupied,  and  have  not  made  her  go 
on  with  her  education ,  as  I  ought  to  have  done.  There 
are  such  quantities  of  people  about  that  one  knows, 
and  I  think  more  than  ever  here.  You  know,  of  course, 
the  Charltons  are  here,  and  I  should  not  wonder  if 
Lottie  had  written  you  a  nice  account  of  Mrs.  Tre- 
velyan. I  never  liked  Lottie  Charlton;  she's  playing 
a  nice  game  with  a  young  fellow  here,  a  little  spoon, 
who  believes  all  the  fine  things  possible  of  her;  and  I 
know   she   takes   it  upon   her   to  talk  of  Agnes.     But 
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mind  you,   she  is  not  fit  to  hold  a  candle  to  Agnes, 
and  Jack  Charlton  would  say  that  as  readily  as  I. 

"I  hope  you  won't  bear  malice,  my  dear  Bee,  but 
do  anything  you  can  to  help  me,  like  a  good  soul. 
The  little  'un,  you  know,  is  your  own  flesh  and  blood, 
and  I  shall  be  in  a  nice  fix  presently,  if  Sir  Eoger 
does  not  help  me.  To  be  sure,  I  could  have  money 
from  Stanfield  for  the  asking,  but  you  can  understand 
how  much  my  feelings  go  against  tliat.  I  mean  to  call 
the  young  chap  Walter,  after  lucky  Sir  Walter,  you 
know,  that  used  to  be  your  favourite  among  all  the 
pictures.  He  had  need  to  be  lucky,  poor  little  animal, 
for  I  am  sure  it  is  more  than  his  father  has  been.  I 
wish  I  had  known  you  a  little  sooner ,  and  sought  your 
advice  more;  but  that  is  all  over,  you  know,  and  the 
next  thing  to  do  is  to  make  the  best  of  what  we  have. 
I  feel  sure  you  could  do  a  gi-eat  deal  for  me,  as  also 
for  Agnes,  if  you  were  to  make  up  your  mind  to  try; 
and  for  the  future,  I  can  answer  for  it,  you  should  al- 
ways find  a  home  with  us,  and  nothing  but  kindness. 
My  wife  to  be  sure,  has  no  style,  but  she  has  the 
dearest  little  heart  in  the  world;  and  I  am  sure  there 
is  nothing  would  make  her  happier  than  to  have  it 
in  her  power  to  be  kind  to  you. 

"Always  your  affectionate  Brother, 

"KOGER  TrEVELYAN." 

When  Roger  had  finished  and  read  over  this  letter, 
it  cannot  be  denied  that  he  was  rather  pleased  with 
himself.  Though  it  was  the  most  difficult  letter  of  the 
two ,  he  had  written  it  right  off,  without  making  pauses, 
or  taking  fantastic  ideas  into  his  head  about  stars,  as 
he  had  done  while  writing  his  letter  to  Stanfield;  from 
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which  fact  Roger  sagaciously  di-ew  the  conchxsion,  that, 
after  all,  your  own  people  are  always  your  own  people, 
and  it  is  easier  explaining  things  to  them  than  to  any- 
body else.  He  thought,  indeed,  that  he  had  just  com- 
pleted a  very  successful  and  even  clever  performance, 
and  naturally  regarded  it  with  complacent  eyes.  There 
was  the  due  amount  of  acknowledgment  of  Beatrice's 
superior  wisdom,  and  of  the  shortcomings  of  Agnes, 
without,  after  all,  any  real  treason  against  his  wife; 
and  it  appeared  to  Roger  that  what  he  had  said  about 
being  a  good  brother  to  Beatrice ,  when  his  time  should 
come,  and  Agnes's  satisfaction  in  being  able  to  be  kind 
to  her,  would  reassure  Miss  Trevelyan,  and  set  her 
mind  easy  about  the  time  when  the  young  people  should 
have  entered  into  their  kingdom.  When  he  had  added 
the  date ,  he  put  his  letter  up  with  a  sigh  of  satisfaction. 
"Now,  that's  well  done,"  he  said  to  himself ,  and  opened 
the  persianis  again  and  went  out  on  the  balcony  to 
smoke  his  cigar.  It  was  dark  —  darker  than  usual, 
because  the  moon  meant  to  rise  shortly,  and  the  lighted 
windows  of  the  hotels  which  faced  the  sea  threw  a 
trembling  line  of  reflection  on  the  water,  and  the  wind 
came  in  brisk  gusts  from  the  south,  blowing  the  white 
sails,  that  looked  almost  like  seabirds  in  the  darkness, 
to  Naples,  scudding  on  hasty  wings;  and  Vesuvius 
showed  now  and  then  a  glimmering  tinge  of  redness  in 
the  breath  that  rose  white  out  of  his  breast;  and  the 
lights  crept  round  all  the  lip  of  the  bay  from  Pozzuoli 
to  Posilipo ,  marking  the  outline  with  a  pale  interrupted 
golden  line.  All  this  Roger  enjoyed  in  his  fashion,  as 
he  smoked  his  cigar;  but  he  did  not  enjoy  it  half  so 
much  as  he  enjoyed  the  consciousness  that  he  had  got 
well  through  with  his  two  letters ,  and  that  for  the  pre- 
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sent,  Agnes  being  safe,  and  his  correspondence  put 
straight,  he  might  henceforward  be  at  liberty  to  amuse 
himself  a  little,  according  as  the  means  for  that  happy 
end  might  reveal  themselves  to  his  eyes. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

Living  on  Nothing, 

"And  you  think,  Eoger,  that  we  should  stay  here?" 
said  Agnes,  after  she  had  read  her  father's  letter  in 
answer  to  that  of  her  husband.  It  was  a  cautious  letter, 
with  a  careful  avoidance  of  anything  like  interfering, 
which  Roger,  for  his  part,  was  quite  satisfied  with,  but 
which  struck  the  finer  senses  of  his  wife  in  a  diff'erent 
way.  If  Stanfield  had  been  pleased,  or  even  satisfied, 
his  daughter  knew  that  he  would  have  expressed  him- 
self otherwise.  In  this  letter  had  been  enclosed  a  little 
billet  for  herself,  bidding  God  bless  her  and  her  baby, 
and  enclosing  an  order  for  fifty  pounds.  "There  is 
always  a  good  bit  of  money  wanted  at  such  times," 
the  blacksmith  wrote,  "and  this  is  for  you,  little  one, 
to  make  the  baby  fine,  as  you  would  like  it  to  be." 
Agnes  took  out  the  order  and  showed  it  to  Roger.  She 
would  have  been  glad,  no  doubt,  to  make  the  baby 
fine;  but  it  was  a  thing  difficult  to  do  in  Sorrento,  and 
then  the  sight  of  the  money  woke  up  a  little  gleam  in 
Roger's  eyes. 

"How  rich  you  are!"  he  said.  "Your  father,  after 
all,  has  a  very  good  notion  of  how  to  put  things.  I 
daresay  he  thought  we  had  expenses  enough  without 
an  affair  like  this." 

"But  you  don't  call  baby  an  affair,  I  hope,"  said 
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Agnes,  with  her  soft  laugh;  "and  I  do  not  want  so 
much  money,  nor  half  of  it.  Give  me  five  pounds, 
Roger,  and  I  will  give  you  this." 

"Very  well,"  said  Roger,  with  composure;  "you 
shall  have  your  five  pounds.  Only,  please  to  recollect 
that  a  little  thing  like  that  wants  next  to  no  clothes  at 
all  for  the  summer  here.  It's  beginning  now,  by  Jove, 
and  all  the  English  are  beginning  to  take  flight.  We'll 
have  it  all  to  ourselves  by-and  by ,  and  then  we  can 
live  upon  nothing,  I  suppose." 

"Roger,  I  wish  you  would  tell  me  what  we  have 
to  live  on,"  said  Agnes.  "You  speak  about  coming 
here  for  cheapness,  but  I  don't  see  that  we  ever  have 
anything  particularly  cheap.  I  should  feel  so  much 
more  comfortable  if  you  would  let  me  know  really  and 
truly  how  we  ought  to  live." 

"My  darling,"  said  the  young  husband,  laughing, 
"I  should  make  you  the  very  reverse  of  comfortable  if 
I  were  to  tell  you  what  you  want  to  know.  The  fact 
is,  we've  got  nothing  to  live  on.  Don't  get  into  'a 
way.'  There  are  ever  so  many  people  in  the  world 
who  live  upon  nothing,  and  do  it  very  comfortably  too. 
We  shall  get  used  to  all  that  in  time." 

"I  suppose  you  are  laughing  at  me,"  said  Agne,'?, 
smiling,  but  growing  a  little  pale. 

"Not  the  least  in  the  world,  my  love,"  said  Roger; 
"there  is  no  laughing  about  it;  till  Sir  Roger  comes  to 
his  senses,  I  have  nothing  to  live  upon  except  about 
ninety  pounds  a  year;  and,  of  course,  as  that  is  barely 
enough  to  keep  us  in  gloves,  it  don't  count.  Don't 
look  so  amazed,  Agnes.  You  knew  I  had  nothing 
when  we  were  married  —  I  am  sure  I  told  you  often 
enough  — " 
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"Yes,"  said  Agnes.  It  was  only  a  year  since,  but 
what  a  difference  there  was  between  that  time  and  this! 
Then,  when  Roger  told  her  he  had  nothing,  it  sounded 
like  a  delicious  jest  between  the  two,  who  were  so  rich 
in  love  that  poverty  meant  only  the  Arcadian  Utopian 
state,  which  is  always  lessened  and  made  vulgar  by 
wealth.  Now,  when  he  repeated  the  same  words,  it 
looked  to  Agnes  like  misery  in  its  most  miserable  form 
-— '  misery  which  involved  the  acceptance  of  gifts  from 
everybody  who  would  give,  and  a  beggarly  content- 
ment in  that  state  of  indebtedness.  She  did  not  know 
what  to  say,  but  her  heart  contracted  with  a  sudden 
pain.  To  begin  upon  nothing  seemed  resonable  enough 
to  the  blacksmith's  daughter-,  that  was  no  way  out  of 
nature  —  for  was  it  not  fit  and  just  that  a  man  should 
work  for  his  own?  —  but  to  continue  on  nothing, 
doing  nothing,  looking  to  others,  was  a  kind  of  volun- 
tary humiliation  which  she  could  not  understand.  She 
looked  up  at  him,  trying  to  understand  him  with  her 
eyes.  He  was  her  husband,  and  no  other  man  in  the 
world  had  ever  so  much  as  attracted  her  fancy  —  all 
her  heart  and  all  her  thoughts  were  his  so  far  as  he 
could  enter  into  them.  And  Agnes  looked  up  into  his 
eyes  with  a  curiosity  and  eagerness  beyond  words,  to 
know  what  he  could  mean. 

"Well?"  said  Roger.  "You  have  stopped  short  all 
of  a  sudden  in  your  questions.  Are  you  disappointed 
to  find  out  that  I  really  spoke  the  truth  when  I  said  I 
had  nothing?  You  see  I  have  some  reason  for  con- 
cluding that  it  is  best  to  stay  quietly  here,  where  we 
can  live  cheaply  without  the  world  being  any  the  wiser. 
To  be  sure  it  is  horribly  slow,  but  it's  always  better 
than  shutting  one's  self  up  in  a  cottage  in  South  Wales, 
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where  it  rains  for  ever  and  ever,  which  is  the  only 
alternative  I  can  see." 

It  came  to  Agnes's  lips  to  say,  "This  is  what  it 
has  cost  you  to  marry  me,"  but  she  was  wise  enough 
not  to  say  it;  for,  to  be  sure,  that  chapter  was  closed 
now,  and  to  reopen  it  would  be  worse  than  foolish. 
But  what  she  did  say  was,  perhaps,  on  the  whole,  still 
more  ill-advised. 

"Roger,"  she  said,  with  a  little  suppressed  excite- 
ment, which  took  away  her  breath,  "would  it  not  be 
better,  perhaps,  if  we  went  home,  and  you  —  could  get 
something  to  do?" 

At  which  address  Roger  rose  up  abruptly  from  the 
balustrade  of  the  terrace  on  which  he  had  been  sitting, 
and  pitched  the  burning  end  of  his  cigar  into  the  orange 
garden  which  lay  immediately  below. 

"That  is  what  your  father  said,"  he  answered, 
sharply,  "and,  to  be  sure,  it  would,  if  I  had  been  a 
blacksmith;  but  the  thing  to  which  you  must  accustom 
your  thoughts,  under  present  circumstances,  is,  that 
your  husband  is  not  a  blacksmith,  Agnes.  Very  easy, 
indeed,  to  talk  of  something  to  do  —  what  could  I  get 
to  do?  —  unless  your  father,  perhaps,  would  take  me 
into  his  forge  as  an  unskilled  labourer;  I  might  have 
a  chance  for  that;  and  then  we  could  all  live  together, 
perhaps,  with  Mrs.  Stanfield  for  our  presiding  genius. 
But  I  don't  relish  that  description  of  domestic  happiness, 
so  far  as  I  am  concerned,"  cried  Roger;  and  he  took  to 
pacing  with  impatience  about  the  balcony,  where  Agnes, 
in  all  her  pretty  invalid  pomp,  was  seated  with  the 
baby  asleep  on  her  knee. 

And  then  her  heart,  too,  began  to  beat  high  in  her 
breast  with  that  excitement  of  personal  conflict,   which, 
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unfortunately,  cannot  be  quite  put  down  either  by  rea- 
son or  by  love. 

"Eoger,  you  know  very  well  I  did  not  mean  that," 
she  cried,  with  a  sudden  iDurning  flush,  which  did  not 
pass  away  as  it  came,  but  remained,  being  the  colour 
of  excitement  and  pain. 

"Then  what  did  you  mean?"  said  the  excited  young 
man.  "It  is  always  very  easy  to  say  that  one  does 
not  mean  so  and  so.  What  do  you  suppose  I  could 
do?  When  your  ideas  are  clear  enough  to  make  such 
a  suggestion,  you  should  know  also  how  to  follow  it 
up •■ 

And  then  there  was  a  pause,  which,  however,  was 
not  a  pause  of  peace. 

"Nobody  has  ever  heard  a  word  of  complaint  from 
me,"  said  Roger,  "though  I  may  be  supposed  to  have 
paid  dearly  enough  for  what  I  have  got.  Up  to  this 
time  the  sacrifices,  such  as  they  are,  have  fallen  upon 
me.  I  have  given  up  my  own  people,  and  a  great 
many  things  I  have  been  accustomed  to.  Don't  mis- 
take me,  Agnes.  I  don't  say  I  was  not  very  glad  to 
do  it  for  your  sake;  but  I  must  say,  it  does  not  seem 
to  me  that  you,  for  whom  I  have  done  all  this,  should 
be  the  one  to  blame  me.  I  have  never  bemoaned  my- 
self in  the  least,  and  I  surely  have  a  right  to  expect 
as  much  from  you." 

The  red  colour  did  not  go  out  of  Agnes's  face,  not- 
withstanding that  this  blow  went  to  her  heart.  She 
kept  her  baby's  little  sleejDing  hand  clasped  upon  one 
of  her  fingers,  and  did  not  look  up  to  meet  the  unex- 
pected attack. 

"I  did  not  mean  to  blame  you,   Roger,"   she  said, 


LIVING  ON  NOTHING.  301 

yielding  to  tlie  temptation,  "I  am  very  sorry  you 
should  have  suffered  so  much  for  me." 

"Oh  yes,  I  knew  that  would  come,"  said  Roger; 
"very  sorry  you  married  me  when  this  was  to  be  the 
end  of  it?  That  is  always  what  women  say  —  but, 
unfortunately,  it's  a  little  too  late  for  that.  What  we 
have  to  do  now  is  to  make  the  best  of  it,  and  get 
along  as  well  as  we  can.  And  you  should  have  good 
reason  for  what  you  say  before  you  make  ridiculous 
objections  to  what  I  have  decided  upon  —  a  girl, 
without  any  knowledge  of  the  world,  like  you.  I  should 
like  to  know,  for  the  curiosity  of  the  thing,  what,  if 
I  were^^to  take  your  advice  and  go  back  to  England, 
it  is  your  opinion  I  could  do?" 

"Roger,  I  did  not  give  any  advice,"  said  Agnes, 
making  an  effort  —  "I  asked  you  only  if  you  did  not 

think .     I  know   I  have  not  been  brought  up  as 

you  have  been.  To  work  at  something  seems  always 
what  is  most  natural  to  me." 

"That  is  all  very  well,"  said  Roger;  /'but  what  I 
want  to  know  is,  what  you  think  I  could  do?" 

"You  should  ask  me  rather  what  I  think  you  could 
not  do,"  cried  Agnes,  with  a  little  outburst  of  that 
womanish  enthusiasm  which  unfortunately  was  more  a 
relic  of  the  past  than  a  reality  of  the  present.  "It  is 
not  of  me  that  you  should  ask  such  a  question.  I 
should  not  have  been  here,  I  should  not  have  been 
your  wife,  if  I  had  not  esteemed  you  above  all  the 
world,  Roger.  You  may  choose  to  do  or  not,  but  it  is 
not  to  me  that  anyone  should  say  that  you  could  not 
do  almost  anything  you  like  —  you  with  your  mind, 

and  your  education,   and .     Roger,  I  am  not  very 

strong  yet  —  I  did  not  mean  to  cry." 
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But  by  this  time  the  young  husband  was  so  molli- 
fied by  that  unintentional  flattery,  that  he  did  not  ob- 
ject to  the  crying. 

"You  are  a  dear  little  fool,"  he  said,  and  leaned 
over  her  and  soothed  her.  "So  that  is  what  you  have 
been  thinking?  I  wish  all  the  world  thought  as  well  of 
me  as  you  do;  but  that  is  out  of  the  question,"  said  the 
young  man;  and  he  laughed  as  the  tide  turned,  and 
the  sense  of  his  wife's  admiration  refreshed  his  mind; 
for,  indeed,  the  world  was  not  at  all  of  Agnes's  opi- 
nion, if  even  she  could  be  held  to  have  expressed 
honestly  her  present  sentiments.  "A  pretty  thing  it  is 
that  you  and  I  should  quarrel,"  said  Eoger.  "Dry 
your  eyes,  my  darling,  and  when  I  am  cross  and  be- 
have like  a  brute,  don't  pay  any  attention  to  me.  It's 
too  hot  now  for  you  to  be  out  of  doors.  Hand  the 
boy  here  and  come  in,  and  I'll  have  the  persianis  shut. 
The  great  thing,  you  know,  in  this  climate,  is  to  keep 
out  the  sunshine  and  the  hot  air." 

And  again  Roger  busied  himself  in  making  his  wife 
comfortable ,  and  when  he  went  out  bought  her  a  pretty 
little  cabinet  of  the  Sorrento  woodwork,  with  groups  of 
peasants  eating  maccaroni  and  dancing  the  Tarantella, 
which,  to  be  sure,  was  of  as  little  use  to  her  as  it  is 
possible  to  conceive.  As  for  Agnes,  she  was  left  to 
repose  herself  in  the  twilight  of  the  quiet,  silent  room, 
with  the  persianis  closed,  all  but  the  lower  division, 
which  were  about  on  a  level  with  her  head  as  she  lay 
on  her  sofa,  and  permitted  her  a  glimpse  of  the  warm 
sunshine  without  —  a  brightness  so  intense  that  it  con- 
fused and  took  the  colour  out  of  the  sea.  The  baby 
was  in  his  rude  little  cradle  near  her,  and  a  robust 
peasant  woman,   made  for  harder  labours,   was  taking 
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care  of  tliem  both.  This  nurse,  who,  of  all  the  names 
in  the  world,  was  called  Serafina,  did  not  talk  much 
to  disturb  the  young  mother,  who  understood  her  but 
imperfectly,  and  Agnes  was  left  at  full  leisure  to  in- 
quire into  her  own  feelings,  and  to  become  aware  that 
the  knife  had  been  put  into  her,  though  withdrawn  next 
moment  and  the  wound  bound  up  so  immediately  that 
it  was  hard,  at  first,  to  tell  where  or  how  she  was 
wounded.  Certainly  it  had  been  snatched  out  almost 
as  soon  as  it  entered  into  the  shrinking  flesh,  and  it 
was  not  the  wound  itself  she  felt  so  much  as  the  sen- 
sation of  burning  and  tearing  which  had  accompanied 
it,  and  which  was  not  over  yet.  With  an  effort  Agnes, 
always  possessing  that  foundation  of  natural  wisdom  to 
rest  upon  which  had  descended  to  her  by  hereditary 
right,  succeeded  in  turning  her  mind  from  that  eternal 
re-rehearsal  of  the  words  and  looks  of  the  last  inter- 
view, which  so  often  aggravates  a  passing  contest  into 
serious  strife,  to  take  herself  to  task,  or  rather  to 
examine  herself  touching  what  she  had  said.  It  would 
have  been  very  true  a  year  ago,  but  was  it  true  now? 
Did  she  indeed  think  that  Roger  was  able  for  anything, 
and  that  only  the  envy  or  malice  of  the  world  could 
keep  him  back?  To  tell  the  truth,  that  certainty  was 
far  from  her  thoughts.  She  began,  without  knowing 
how,  to  be  aware  that  he  was  not  a  man  very  ready 
for  an  emergency,  or  upon  whom  anybody  could  con- 
fide absolutely,  whatever  might  come  in  his  way.  She 
began  to  see  faintly  the  indolence,  the  inclination  to 
shirk  responsibility,  the  willingness  to  loiter  on  and 
trust  himself  to  be  extricated  by  other  people,  which 
grew  more  apparent  almost  every  day.  These  ideas 
came  to  her  without  any  thinking  on  her  part,   as  if 
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somebody  had  held  open  the  pages  of  a  book  before 
her,  or  as  if  some  fiendish  unseen  imp  had  thrown 
them  into  her  mind  against  her  will.  She  did  not  say- 
even  in  her  heart  a  word  of  blame  against  Roger;  but 
a  vague  idea  did  come  into  her  mind  how  much  better 
it  would  have  been  had  she  been  Eoger  and  he  the 
woman  —  she  who  felt  strong  and  willing  to  do  every- 
thing, and  totally  sheltered  by  her  love  and  her  happi- 
ness from  the  least  movement  of  shame.  But  then  she 
had  not  been  brought  up  as  he  had  been  —  which  was 
always  a  consolation  to  think  of.  Work  came  natural 
to  her  ideas  of  human  life.  The  peculiarity  of  her 
pain,  however,  at  this  moment  was,  that  she  was 
wounded  not  by  anything  he  had  done  or  said,  so  much 
as  by  the  intolerable  conviction  that  his  present  mode 
of  acting  and  speaking  was  the  one  most  natural  to 
him.  She  felt  a  little  ashamed  of  the  enthusiasm  she 
had  shown  and  of  the  words  she  had  spoken  when  she 
thought  of  it,  and  almost  succeeded  in  representing  to 
herself  that  when  Roger  returned  it  was  her  duty  to  go 
to  him  and  say,  "It  is  not  true  that  I  think  you  so 
clever  and  so  gifted  —  I  thought  so  a  year  since,  but 
I  havejbeen  forced  to  change  my  opinion;  only  I  love 
you  all  the  same." 

Happily,  at  this  terrible  crisis  the  baby  woke  up, 
and  thus  Agnes  was  saved  from  the  suggestions  of  her 
wounded  honesty.  He  was  very  wakeful  all  the  rest 
of  the  day,  and  in  the  engrossing  occupation  of  finding 
out  the  colour  of  his  eyes  and  putting  her  finger  into 
his  tiny  hand  as  a  temptation  for  the  little  fingers  to 
clasp  it  tight,  Mrs.  Trevelyan  fortunately  -forgot  all 
about  her  thoughts.  The  baby  was  the  saving  of  his 
mother  at  that  moment,  like  many  a  baby  whom  Pro- 
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vidence  inspires  with  a  screaming  fit,  or  agonizes  by 
premature  teeth  at  a  dangerous  crisis.  Therefore  this 
interview  passed  over  without  any  evil  effects. 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

What  they  thought  in  England. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  describe  in  so  many  words 
the  effect  produced  in  England  —  that  is  to  say,  at 
Windholm,  in  the  blacksmith's  parlour,  and  at  London, 
in  the  poky  little  house  which  Miss  Trevelyan  inhabited 
with  her  father  —  by  Roger's  letters.  Stanfield  received 
his  after  several  days  of  anxiety,  when  he  had  begun 
to  imagine  all  sorts  of  misfortunes  that  might  have 
happened  to  Agnes,  and  to  blame  himself  bitterly  for 
having  trusted  her  to  a  man  who  had  broken  his  word 
on  the  earliest  opportunity,  and  who  had  thus  thrown 
her  among  strangers  at  the  most  critical  moment  of  her 
life.  The  blacksmith  had  been  so  disturbed  and  anxious, 
probably  moved  by  that  mysterious  sympathy  which  so 
often  conveys  an  incomprehensible  sense  of  uneasiness 
and  disti-ess  to  the  mind  at  the  moment  when  some  one 
dear  is  in  trouble  or  danger,  that  he  had  taken  to  read- 
ing Agnes's  letters  over  again  from  the  beginning;  and 
it  had  occurred  to  him,  he  could  scarcely  tell  how,  that 
the  tone  of  the  later  letters  had  changed  a  little.  Not 
that  there  was  any  evidence  of  lessened  happiness,  or 
even  of  impaired  trust  in  her  husband-,  only  that  there 
was  a  change,  which  the  delicate  perception  of  love 
could  discover  without,  however,  in  the  entire  lack  of 
any  evidence,  being  able  to  define  it.     When  Roger's 
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letter  came,  it  threw  a  wonderful  liglit  upon  tliat  past 
year,  wLicli  the  blacksmith  had  been  tracing  dimly 
through  his  daughter's  description.  When  he  had  finished 
reading  it,  it  became  clear  to  him,  in  spite  of  himself, 
that  the  subject  of  this  little  narrative  was  Mrs.  Tre- 
velyan,  a  young  woman  in  whom  he  had  at  best  but 
a  secondary  interest;  and  not  only  so,  but  that  the 
husband  who  wrote  was  conscious  of  something  either 
in  his  behaviour  or  intentions  which  made  him  slightly 
apologetic  —  an  amiability  which  most  probably  arose 
from  the  equally  apparent  fact  that  he  had  still  ex- 
pectations from  his  wife's  father,  and  had  no  desire  to 
break  with  a  man  from  whom  orders  for  fifty  pounds 
might  be  had  on  occasion.  All  this  Stanfield  perceived, 
notwithstanding  that  slowness  of  apprehension  in  respect 
to  all  kinds  of  meanness  and  unworthy  wiles  by  which 
he  was  generally  characterized.  In  this  case ,  the  matter 
was  too  important  to  leave  him  in  full  possession  of 
that  teifder  and  tolerant  charity  in  which  he  was  so 
strong.  His  heart  went  down  in  his  honest  breast 
after  he  had  read  the  letter,  without  his  reason  being 
quite  able  to  say  why.  Though  he  had  an  inveterate 
habit  of  believing  what  people  said  to  him,  still  it  was 
impossible  to  stretch  credulity  so  far  as  to  believe,  after 
these  excuses,  that  Eoger  ever  really  meant  to  return; 
and  the  pain  which  the  blacksmith  felt  in  this  discovery 
was  made  all  the  greater  from  the  fact  that  he  himself 
had  an  afi'ection  for  Eoger  —  a  little  on  account  of  his 
own  pleasant  qualities,  and  a  great  deal  on  account  of 
his  love  for  Agnes.  The  young  man  was  a  goose, 
Stanfield  had  said;  but  he  was  not  himself  in  the  least 
an  intellectualist ,  and  he  could  not  help  thinking,  at 
the  bottom  of  his  heart,  that  the  man  who  loved  Agnes, 
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and  whom  Agnes  loved ,  must  have  had  in  himself  some 
hidden  qualities  worthy  of  that  happiness. 

This  idea  had  rather  increased  in  the  year  of  ab- 
sence, during  which  Staufield  had  seen  Roger  only  in 
Agnes's  letters  and  through  xignes's  eyes.  Now,  when 
he  came  abruptly  on  the  scene  again,  in  his  own  per- 
son, the  enchantment  disappeared.  Here  he  stood  in 
all  his  youthful  importance  —  husband  of  a  wife,  father 
of  a  child  —  supreme  arbiter,  in  his  way,  of  three  lives ; 
but,  after  all,  a  trifling  enough  personage,  only  half 
true  and  half  honourable,  and  even  half  loving,  like 
most  other  men.  Stanfield  did  not  say  a  word  about 
the  letter  to  anybody,  except  to  announce  the  baby's 
birth-,  but  he  took  a  walk  in  the  evening,  when  his 
work  was  over,  in  the  direction  where  his  walks  always 
tended  now  —  towards  a  new  house,  the  erection  of 
which  it  had  been  his  delight  to  watch  through  all  this 
past  year.  It  was  not  very  far  from  the  village  green, 
and  through  the  trees  a  glimpse  was  to  be  had  from 
the  windows  of  that  pretty  tranquil  centre  of  the  life 
of  Windholm-,  but  at  the  same  time  the  house  was  fitly 
withdrawal  from  any  closer  contact  with  the  humbler 
world ,  within  soft  lawns  and  a  screen  of  fine  old  elm- 
trees  and  magnificent  limes,  which  had  been  growing 
there  nobody  could  tell  how  long,  and  which  Stanfield 
had  nursed  and  preserved  like  favourite  children.  The 
house  itself  was,  to  be  sure,  in  the  style  patronized  by 
the  builders  of  new  houses  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
London  —  something  between  a  cottage  and  a  mansion, 
with  Gothic  gables  and  Tudor  windows;  but  then  a 
certain  natural  moderation  and  "feeling"  (as  the  archi- 
tect called  it)  which  did  duty  for  taste  in  the  mind  of 
the  blacksmith,  had  made  him  lop  off  many  eccentrici- 

20* 
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ties  wliicli  Lis  liberal  commission,  regardless  of  expense, 
would  have  given  rise  to  •,  and ,  indeed ,  the  result  would 
have  done  no  discredit  to  a  much  more  accomplished 
connoisseur. 

This  house,  which  Stanfield  had  built  and  altered 
in  his  imagination  hundreds  of  times,  while  the  walls 
rose  firm  and  fast  and  white  behind  the  trees,  was 
meant,  it  is  unnecessary  to  say,  for  Agnes,  and  her 
father  had  spared  no  research  in  order  to  know  exactly 
what  would  be  suitable  for  Mrs.  Trevelyan.  It  was 
built  for  Mrs.  Trevelyan,  and  not  for  Agnes  Stanfield, 
in  utter  disinterestedness  and  self-abnegation;  and  he 
meant  it  to  be  furnished  conformably,  when  it  should 
be  finished.  At  the  present  moment,  the  lawns  were 
being  rolled,  and  the  paths  gravelled,  and  all  signs  of 
construction  taken  away.  It  was  all  but  ready  to  re- 
ceive the  silken  hangings  and  soft  carpets  which  Stan- 
field ,  after  much  doubt  of  himself,  had  at  last  ventured 
to  choose,  finding  his  own  taste,  on  the  whole,  a  much 
better  guide  than  the  advice  of  other  people.  He  had 
made  his  plans  in  his  own  mind,  as  to  how  it  was  to 
be  made  possible  for  the  young  people  to  live  here; 
they  could  not  live  on  him  and  his  bounty,  for  not 
only  were  the  blacksmith's  modest  riches  unequal  to 
this,  but  he  would  have  made  very  little  account  in- 
deed of  the  man  who  could  have  accepted  such  a  pro- 
vision. He  had  planned  in  his  mind  that  Koger  could 
come  and  go  every  day  to  town  by  the  railway,  as  so 
many  men  did;  and  it  scarcely  occuiTed  to  the  black- 
smith to  doubt  that  his  son-in-law  could  and  would 
find  something  to  do.  For  his  own  part,  it  appeared 
a  truism  to  him  that  a  man  able  and  willing  to  work 
should  be  sure  to  find  occupation;  but  then  he  did  not 
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perhajts  sufficiently  take  into  account  the  fastidiousness, 
in  respect  to  tlie  nature  of  liis  occupations ,  of  Sir  Roger 
Trevelyan's  son.  And  then,  that  being  settled,  very 
much,  to  be  sure,  as  a  thing  of  course,  it  was  so  easy 
to  fill  up  the  picture  with  those  sweet  details  which 
concerned  Agnes.  He  could  see  her  in  the  pretty 
rooms  which  he  had  furnished  in  his  imagination,  not 
with  mere  vulgar  chairs  and  tables,  but  with  every 
careful  graceful  accessory  which  should  seem  to  his 
tender  fancy  in  harmony  with  his  child.  He  had  gone 
about  the  rooms  in  every  stage  of  their  progress,  from 
the  moment  when  the  first  plank  was  laid  on  which  he 
could  find  dangerous  footing,  with  this  picture  in  his 
mind;  and  the  pleasant  fancy  had  borne  him  company 
almost  in  Agnes's  place. 

Wlien  Stanfield  went  down  to  his  new  house  the 
evening  of  the  day  on  which  he  had  received  Roger's 
letter,  the  sun  was  beginning  to  sink  over  the  tall 
chimneys  at  the  Cedars,  and  the  sunshine  fell  in  long 
slanting  lines  between  the  lime-trees.  There  was  a 
well-authenticated  nightingale  in  one  of  these  limes,  and 
it  had  begun  to  sing  before  he  left  the  house.  It 
seemed  to  sympathize  with  him  in  the  destruction  and 
disappointment  of  his  hopes.  The  blacksmith  was 
altogether  untravelled,  and  had  not  an  idea  what  like 
the  bay  of  Naples  might  be,  and  all  that  matchless 
scene  upon  which  Agnes  just  then  was  looking  from 
her  balcony,  but  it  seemed  to  him  that  the  heart  must 
be  hard  to  please  indeed  that  could  demand  anything 
better  than  that  pleasant  glimpse  of  the  village  green, 
the  sunset  glow  behind  the  Cedars,  the  sweet  glimmer 
of  the  moon  upon  the  light  leaves  of  the  limes,  and 
the  hidden  nightingale  that  poured  forth  his   song   so 
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near  tlie  houselaoM  door  that  was  to  be  hers.  He 
was  terribly  disappointed,  though  he  did  not  say  a 
word  to  any  one.  When  he  went  home,  that  fairy 
companion,  which  all  the  year  long  had  kept  present- 
ing him  with  pictures  of  Agnes  in  her  pretty  house, 
deserted  him,  and  left  him  to  walk  alone.  Even  for  a 
minute,  it  seemed  to  Stanfield  as  if  he  too,  wise  and 
moderate  as  he  was,  must  turn  perforce  to  heaven  and 
demand  "why?"  Of  what  avail  was  his  life  to  him, 
thus  unshared  and  unsolaced?  This  was  but  a  passing 
thought,  but  it  was  a  thought  more  bitter  than  any 
that  for  years  had  entered  his  mind;  for  to  think  of 
his  fair  Agnes  alone  among  strangers,  dragged  hither 
and  thither  by  a  young  man's  flighty  fancy,  deprived 
of  the  settled  home,  the  shelter,  and  privacy,  and  com- 
fort, which  were  essentials  of  life  in  the  ideas  of  the 
sober-minded  Englishman,  was  something  almost  too 
hard  to  bear. 

It  was  thus  that  Stanfield  divined  suddenly  and 
clearly  the  tactics  of  his  son-in-law,  which  indeed  had 
never  been  yet  so  systematized  in  Roger's  mind  as 
they  were  in  that  of  the  grieved  spectator  who  had 
found  him  out.  Stanfield  saw  that  his  daughter's  hus- 
band had  no  intention  of  breaking  with  him,  and  still 
less  any  intention  of  keeping  faith  with  him;  that  he 
meant  to  adopt  the  role  of  a  man  doing  everything  for 
the  best  —  going  here  and  staying  there  for  plausible 
reasons,  to  which,  without  a  direct  quaiTel,  he  could 
not  give  their  right  names.  If  the  young  man  had 
defied  him  at  once,  and  said  boldly,  "I  will  take  my 
wife  where  I  please,"  the  chances  are  that  he  would 
have  borne  it  better.  As  it  was  Stanfield  saw  himself, 
and  what  was  a  great  deal  worse,  his  child,  involved 
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in  a  paltry  net  of  subterfuge  and  evasion;  and  he  saw 
Agnes  condemned  to  all  the  shifts  of  shabby  gentility, 
and  all  the  sordid  circumstances  of  a  life  in  which  the 
first  grand  particular,  always  apparent,  should  be  want 
of  money.  She  for  whom  he  had  prepared  this  nest 
—  she  for  whom  he  had  hoped  a  lot  apart  —  a  fortune 
beyond  the  common  fate  —  these  were  the  thoughts 
with  which  Stanfield  locked  the  door  of  the  new  house 
which  was  to  be  of  no  good  to  anybody,  and  went 
home  in  the  twilight  to  his  dull  parlour,  to  the  wife 
who  knew  nothing  about  it,  and  who,  even  had  she 
known,  would  not  have  had  the  least  idea  what  he 
meant. 

The  effect  was  naturally  different  upon  Miss  Tre- 
velyan,  who  received  her  brother's  letter  when  she  was 
at  breakfast  in  her  own  room,  after  having  been  out 
late  the  previous  night.  She  was  sitting  in  her  white 
dressing-gown,  with  her  light  hair  all  loosed  out  and 
hanging  about  her  neck,  when  the  letter  came.  Things 
had  not  improved  much  with  Miss  Trevelyan  in  the 
interim.  She  was  as  she  had  been  a  year  ago,  only 
she  was  a  year  older,  and  had  remarked  a  great  many 
more  times  to  herself  in  the  glass,  that  her  beauty  and 
her  hopes  were  going  fast,  and  that  she  began  to  grow 
old.  Society  had  not  many  charms  for  her,  although 
she  went  into  it  continually.  The  greater  part  of  her 
own  contemporaries  were  married,  and  disposed,  when 
they  had  a  chance,  to  patronize  Beatrice-,  and  to  place 
herself  among  the  younger  generation,  and  conduct 
herself  as  if  she  were  unconscious  of  her  different  level, 
was  a  grievous  wound  to  her  pride,  as  well  as  to  her 
sense  of  what  was  fit  and  seemly.  She  knew,  too,  that 
she  did  herself  injustice,  in  the  eyes  of  everybody  who 
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was  qualified  to  judge,  by  such  a  proceeding;  but  then, 
what  could  Beatrice  do?  She  was  unmarried,  and, 
according  to  every  rule  of  civilized  society,  a  young 
lady,  if  she  chose  to  consider  herself  so ;  and  she  knew 
very  well  that  her  only  chance  of  final  extrication 
from  all  that  was  false  and  painful  in  her  life,  was 
marriage.  Society,  accordingly,  which  was  pleasure  to 
the  young  people  as  long  as  they  remained  young, 
was  the  hardest  work  to  Beatrice  to  which  a  poor 
woman  could  be  put.  And  in  the  morning  she  was 
very  tired  of  her  exertions ,  and  herself,  and  the  world 
in  general.  At  the  present  moment  she  was  taking  a 
little  comfort,  poor  soul,  in  the  peace  of  the  morning 
—  though,  indeed,  for  the  rest  of  the  world,  that  had 
advanced  almost  to  noon  —  and  in  her  cup  of  tea,  and 
her  slippers,  and  her  loosened  hair,  which  was  a  pretty 
sight  to  see  as  it  hung  large,  and  bushy,  and  light, 
and  moved  about  by  every  breath,  about  her  shoulders. 
And  then  the  sun  was  shining,  and  a  stray  ray  reflected 
upon  Beatrice,  gave  to  her  eyes  that  golden  gleam 
which  they  had  had  in  their  best  days;  and  indeed, 
but  for  the  pinches  of  care  in  her  forehead,  she  would 
at  that  moment  have  looked  as  beautiful  as  ever  she 
did  —  a  fact  of  which  Beatrice  was  aware,  and  which 
rather  vexed  than  comforted  her;  for  what  was  the 
good  of  looking  well  en  peignoir^  and  over  her  morning 
cup  of  tea? 

At  such  a  moment,  a  letter  from  a  young  brother, 
whom  she  loved  in  a  kind  of  way,  and  took  an  interest 
in,  should  have  been  a  comfort  to  the  jaded  woman  of 
the  world.  Her  heart,  indeed,  gave  one  beat  the  more 
when  she  saw  Roger's  writing,  with  a  sort  of  forlorn 
expectation  of  something  kind  and  comforting;   and  it 
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is  just  possible  if  young  Trevelyau,  in  his  wisdom, 
liad  left  out  those  assurances  of  his  future  protection, 
and  Agnes's  kindness,  which  in  his  heart  he  believed 
would  be  very  consolatory  to  Beatrice,  she  might  have 
opened  her  heart  even  at  this  late  period,  and  become 
the  friend  of  the  two  young  people ,  and  avoided  what 
was  afterwards  the  bitterest  pang  of  her  life.  But  as 
Miss  Trevelyan  read  her  brother's  letter,  a  scarlet  flush 
mounted  into  her  cheeks.  His  confession  in  regard  to 
Agnes,  and  even  his  applause  of  her  own  prescience, 
had  no  power  to  mollify  her  in  face  of  that  impertinent 
promise  of  his  protection,  and  of  a  home  at  Trevelyan 
when  his  time  had  come,  which  Eoger  had  intended  to 
convey  nothing  but  comfort.  She  got  up  with  her  eyes 
blazing  like  two  orbs  of  light,  all  golden  and  glorious, 
and  rung  her  bell  impatiently,  and  proceeded  with  her 
dressing  without  a  single  softening  thought  of  the  in- 
telligence which  the  letter  was  intended  to  convey. 
When  she  looked  at  herself  in  the  glass,  it  was  not 
the  ordinary  reflection  that  recurred  to  her  mind,  but 
an  idea  altogether  different  —  a  wondering  question 
whether  it  could  be  to  her,  magnificent  as  she  felt  her- 
self to  be  looking  in  that  moment  of  excitement,  that 
Roger  and  his  villager  off'ered  their  patronage,  and 
meant  to  be  kind?  She,  who,  notwithstanding  all  her 
mortifications,  wanted  but  the  one  fundamental  neces- 
sity of  a  prosperous  marriage,  to  take  her  place  as  a 
leader  of  society,  and  reach  the  very  topmost  pinnacle  of 
the  great  world ;  for  Beatrice  was  aware  of  her  own  gifts  — 
those  gifts  which,  by  reason  of  that  one  thing  wanting, 
had  to  be  kept  in  the  shade,  but  which  could  never  cer- 
tainly come  to  such  utter  humiliation  as  to  seek  refuge 
under  the  wing  of  her  young  brother's  ignorant  wife. 
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Sucli  was  the  ferment  awakened  in  tlie  mind  of 
Miss  Trevelyan  by  the  letter  over  which  Roger  had 
been  so  complacent.  When  she  had  turned  its  in- 
tended sweet  into  bitter  for  half  the  day,  with  a  sense 
of  injury,  and  mortification,  and  rage  impossible  to 
describe,  it  began  to  come  to  her  recollection  that  there 
was  a  question  of  something  else  than  merely  a  gra- 
tuitous insult  to  herself  There  was  a  baby,  as  was  to 
have  been  expected.  This  girl,  for  whose  convenience 
heaven  and  earth  were  to  be  moved,  was  naturally  just 
the  sort  of  person  to  grasp  at  another  supreme  hap- 
piness for  herself,  without  the  least  consideration  for 
anyone  else.  Of  course  there  was  a  baby,  for  it  was 
of  no  importance  to  Mrs.  Roger  Trevelyan  that  her 
husband  was  a  great  deal  too  young  to  be  saddled 
with  such  incumbrances,  and  that  the  Trevelyans  in 
general  were  not  rich  enough  to  indulge  in  large 
families.  Beatrice  was  so  angry  that  she  did  not  see, 
as  she  would  have  seen  in  the  case  of  any  other  per- 
son, the  absurd  side  of  her  own  thoughts;  and,  in  spite 
of  herself,  it  was  with  a  kind  of  silent  rage  that  she 
regarded  Agnes  —  a  rage  which  took  force  from  the 
inferior  position  in  which  Roger  took  pains  to  place 
herself,  as  she  thought.  AYho  was  this  girl  that  Pro- 
vidence itself  —  Beatrice  did  not  say  God ,  because 
when  there  is  anything  to  find  fault  with  in  the  ar- 
rangements of  the  world,  the  other  is  the  more  con- 
venient word,  and  sounds  less  profane  —  should  disturb 
the  ordinary  arrangements  of  nature  to  make  her 
happy?  What  right  had  she  to  be  happy  any  more 
than  others  —  any  more  than  her  superiors?  And  why 
in  the  name  of  justice  should  Beatrice,  for  whose  hap- 
piness no   one   either  in   earth  or   heaven   put  himself 


WHAT  THEY  THOUGHT  IN  ENGLAND.       315 

out  of  tlie  way,  be  called  upon  to  help  to  move  tlie 
most  ordinary  obstruction  from  tins  fortunate  woman's 
path?  Let  her  be  poor!  It  was  easy  to  be  poor,  when 
a  woman  had  everything  else  she  desired  in  this  world 
—  youth,  and  love,  and  happiness,  and  an  unblemished 
name,  and  no  antecedents  that  could  be  brought  up 
against  her.  Indeed,  Beatrice  even  grudged  to  her 
brother's  wife  the  poverty  which,  at  such  a  distance, 
looked  SAveet.  Miss  Trevelyan  had  rung  all  the  changes 
of  indignation  and  offence  before  she  met  her  father, 
which  was  in  the  evening,  just  before  dinner,  when 
they  encountered  each  other  as  they  came  in.  They 
were  going  out  again  to  dinner,  and  Beatrice  did  not 
choose  to  lose  any  time  before  she  went  upstairs  to 
dress.  In  her  exasperated  condition  of  mind ,  Roger's 
baby  counted  for  so  little,  that  to  sacrifice  her  chance 
of  looking  well  for  the  evening  on  account  of  it,  by 
lingering  to  tell  Sir  Roger,  was  a  thing  which  did  not 
enter  into  her  mind;  and  she  had  just  time  for  half  an 
hour's  repose  upon  the  sofa  before  she  began  to  dress. 
She  told  him  when  they  were  driving  to  their  destina- 
tion, and  when  the  time  was  no  longer  of  any  import- 
ance, and  then  it  was  quite  soon  enough  for  Sir  Roger's 
interest  in  the  fact. 

"Papa,  I  have  had  a  letter  from  Roger,"  Miss  Tre- 
velyan said.  "He  wants  me  to  tell  you  that  they  have 
got  a  baby,  a  boy  —  the  son  and  heir,  you  know.  They 
mean  to  call  him  Walter,  and  mother  and  child  are 
doing  well,  which  I  am  sure  will  be  a  great  comfort  to 
you,"  said  Beatrice.  Sir  Roger  was  so  taken  by  sur- 
prise, that  it  was  some  moments  before  he  could  ease 
his  mind,  even  by  an  intelligible  oath. 

"A  baby!"    stammered  the   amazed  father.     "The 
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wilful  fool  was  married  only  the  other  clay.  What  the 
deuce  does  it  mean,  Beatrice?  By  Jove,  I'll  have  that 
looked  into.  I'll  have  it  sifted,  by — .  A  baby!  A 
year!  You  may  as  well  say  it's  fifty  years  since  the 
deuced  ass  made  a  fool  of  himself.  I  know  better.  By 
Jove,  I'm  not  the  man  to  give  in  to  that." 

"It  was  a  year  on  the  13th,"  said  Beatrice,  in  her 
cold  way.     "They  would  like  some  money,  papa." 

"By ,  I  believe  you  there,"  cried  the  baronet. 

"I  wish  they  may  get  it,  too.  Money,  by  Jove!  Let 
them  go  and  get  money  from  that  confounded  black- 
smith.    I  suppose   you're   not   such  a  d — d  fool   as  to 

take  their  part?     By ,  you  ought  to  know  better 

than  to  take  up  that  deuced  dodge  with  me." 

"Make  yourself  quite  easy  on  that  point,"  said  Miss 
Trevelyan;  "though,  to  be  sure,  it  is  a  little  ungi*ate- 
ful  on  my  part,  for  Roger  says  they  both  intend  to  be 
very  kind  to  me." 

And  after  this  little  conversation,  the  subject  was 
dismissed,  for  the  carriage  drew  up  just  then  at  the 
hospitable  door;  and  Miss  Trevelyan  looked  extremely 
well,  with  a  little  more  colour  than  usual  —  quite  as 
well,  somebody  said,  as  when  she  was  in  the  first 
height  of  her  beauty,  though  that  was  unfortunately  a 
good  many  seasons  back.  It  was  on  the  same  even- 
ing that  Stanfield  locked  the  door  of  his  new  house, 
and  left  his  hopes  in  it  in  the  darkness,  for,  to  be  sure, 
his  letter  had  come  by  the  same  post;  but  the  chances 
are,  that  of  the  two  sufferers  it  was  Beatrice  —  though 
she  was  more  brilliant  than  usual,  and  quite  the  most 
charming  woman  present  —  who  had  the  most  painful 
share  to  bear. 
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CHAPTER  XXXII. 

Disenchantment. 


It  would  be  difficult,  after  tins  point,  to  give  any 
very  distinct  account  of  the  life  of  Roger  and  Agnes 
Trevelyan  for  several  years.  They  lived  the  life  in- 
evitable to  a  young  couple  without  any  very  distinct 
resources,  dependent  upon  what  they  may  be  able  to 
borrow,  or  upon  what  charitable  friends  may  send  them, 
or,  perhaps,  upon  the  success  of  a  bet  or  a  lucky  hour 
at  play,  for  Roger  was  by  no  means  a  gambler.  He 
made  as  much  money  as  he  could  out  of  his  expecta- 
tions, though  everybody  knew  the  embarrassed  state  of 
the  Trevelyan  property,  and  that  Sir  Roger  had  laid 
as  many  burdens  upon  it  as  he  dared,  or  almost  as  it 
was  able  to  bear;  and  then  Stanfield  was  always  good 
for  as  much  in  a  year  as  would  keep  Agnes  from 
actual  suffering;  and  Roger  himself  had  a  godfather 
who  had,  from  the  earliest,  taken  a  liberal  view  of  his 
spiritual  duties,  and  considered  them  best  carried  out 
by  affording,  from  time  to  time,  a  supply  of  pocket 
money  to  the  audacious  boy  who  had  gone  and  saddled 
himself  with  a  family.  Agnes  made  in  this  way  a 
wonderful  acquaintance  with  the  Continent,  and  with 
all  the  shifts  of  cheap  living  in  most  of  the  centres  of 
pleasure  in  the  civilized  world.  She  became  a  linguist, 
accomplished  in  her  way  —  perhaps  not  very  qualified 
for  metaphysical  conversation,  but  quite  able  to  manage 
all  her  domestic  concerns. 

It  was  the  strangest  kind  of  life  for  a  nature  so  shy 
and  so  refined,   and  all  these  shabby  particulars  made 
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a  ruthless  and  total  end,  or  at  least  she  thought  so,  of 
every  ideal  she  had  ever  formed.  The  life  of  which 
she  used  to  dream  in  the  Windholm  parlour  —  a  life 
utterly  vague  and  undefined,  except  in  so  far  as  it  was 
loftier  and  purer  than  anything  she  had  ever  seen  or 
known  —  had  disappeared  utterly  from  her  horizon. 
The  life  she  had  to  live  was  one  without  beauty,  with- 
out privacy,  without  calm  —  a  vagabond  career  full  of 
change  and  bustle,  full  of  amusement  if  she  had  been 
capable  of  taking  it,  but  full  also  of  sordid  cares-,  and 
Agnes,  though  capable  of  happiness  to  the  bottom  of 
her  heart,  was  perhaps  not  so  capable  of  being  amused 
as  if  her  mind  had  been  of  a  lighter  character.  The  gay 
promenade  and  the  sound  of  music,  which  would  have 
been  very  pleasant  had  they  occurred  in  an  interlude 
of  more  serious  life ,  wearied  the  thoughtful  young 
woman  to  death  when  they  became  the  constant  accom- 
paniments of  her  existence;  and  in  winter,  after  that 
year  in  which  Lady  Grandmaison,  poor  old  Lady  Betty's 
daughter,  the  kind  Lizzie  to  whom  that  grateful  old 
woman  had  recommended  young  Trevelyan's  wife,  "took 
up"  Agnes,  and  insisted  on  taking  her  about  every- 
where and  making  a  pet  of  her,  the  social  entertain- 
ments of  the  evening  in  Rome,  and  Naples,  and  Florence, 
and  Dresden,  and  Vienna,  and  all  the  places  where  vi- 
sitors abound,  were  an  almost  equal  weariness  to  the 
soul  of  Mrs.  Trevelyan ,  who ,  to  be  sure ,  had  not  been 
brought  up  to  that  sort  of  thing,  and  who,  though  she 
learned  to  know  the  people  whom  everybody  knew,  and 
to  respond  with  a  good  grace  when  she  was  asked,  "Was 
not  Lady  Etheldred  charming?"  was  as  far  as  ever  from 
seeing  any  good  in  it,  and  had  in  her  heart  an  unspeak- 
able impatience  at  this  loss  of  her  life. 
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Agues  had  other  pangs,  besides,  to  make  her  sad. 
She  had  those  sorrows  of  a  young  mother,  to  whom  Grod 
gives  only  to  take  away  again,  which  count  for  little 
in  the  estimation  of  the  world,  but  are  enough  to  cloud 
over  an  existence  with  unspeakable  heaviness  and  dis- 
couragement. To  be  sure,  little  Walter  remained  to 
give  her  a  little  consolation 5  but  then,  as  Walter  grew, 
the  yoke  became  so  much  harder,  as  she  began  to  con- 
sider what  effect  this  wandering,  lawless  life  might  have 
upon  the  child,  who  could  prattle  three  or  four  lan- 
guages, but  who  had  not  a  chance  of  acquiring  any  other 
knowledge  except  such  as  she  herself  could  give  him; 
and  what  she  could  give  him  was  mostly  scraps  of  her 
own  thoughts,  which  were  not  very  bright,  and  reflec- 
tions from  her  own  anxieties,  which  she  did  all  she 
could  to  hide  from  the  affectionate  and  curious  little 
creature,  without  any  great  success. 

All  this  time  Eoger  was  by  no  means  a  bad  hus- 
band, though  some  people  might  be  disposed  to  blame 
him.  He  was  still  fond  of  his  wife,  and  very  proud  of 
his  pretty  boy,  and  had  come  to  take  it  for  granted 
that  they  were  doing  the  very  best  that  was  possible 
under  the  circumstances ,  knocking  about  a  little ,  abroad, 
as  long  as  they  were  young  and  poor,  with  always  the 
prospect  before  them  of  Trevelyan  and  its  honours,  such 
as  they  were,  and  abundant  opportunity  for  Agnes  to 
set  up  as  Lady  Bountiful ,  and  be  the  providence  of  the 
parish,  as  he  believed  she  longed  to  be  in  her  heart. 
This  expectation  kept  Roger  easy  enough  as  to  what 
his  wife  considered  the  loss  of  his  life.  He  was  not 
losing  his  life  in  the  least,  according  to  his  own  ideas; 
granting  that  a  man  has  to  choose  between  a  cottage  in 
North  Wales,  with  a  trout-stream,  and  perhaps  —  but 


320  AGNES. 

only  perhaps  —  a  conversible  vicar  as  its  sole  attrac- 
tions, and  all  the  round  of  amusing  experience  which 
lies  between  Naples  and  Vienna,  between  Turin  and 
Baden-Baden,  no  rational  creature  could  hesitate  which 
of  the  two  to  decide  upon.  As  for  Stanfield's  idea  of 
something  to  do  in  London,  and  the  pretty  house  at 
Windholm  for  Agnes  and  the  babies,  and  two  daily 
journeys  up  and  down  by  the  railway  —  or,  perhaps, 
even  by  the  omnibus  on  an  emergency  —  like  a  stock- 
broker or  a  bank  clerk,  Koger  laughed  loudly,  but 
with  an  angry  amusement,  at  an  idea  so  preposterous. 
"You  forget,  you  and  your  father,  that,  with  the  greatest 
regard  for  Stanfield,  I  am  not  myself  a  blacksmith's 
son,"  said  Roger;  "but  I  believe  in  my  heart  you  would 
like  to  give  tea-parties  to  the  village,  notwithstanding 
all  you've  seen;  which  would  be  very  funny,  if  it  was 
not  a  little  aggravating,"  Mr.  Trevelyan  would  say. 
Agnes  had  very  little  answer  to  make  to  all  this.  Even 
in  her  own  mind,  she  had  a  conviction  that  it  would 
not  do;  even  in  her  own  heart,  yearning  as  she  was 
after  home  and  repose,  and  something  that  would  look 
like  a  real  and  serious  life,  she  felt  a  wonderful  re- 
luctance to  bring  her  father  and  her  husband  into  close 
contact,  and  to  see  Stanfield's  luminous,  observant  eye 
throwing  a  light  too  clear  upon  Roger.  Agnes  knew 
that  her  father  would  not  understand  him,  that  he  would 
be  utterly  puzzled  by  a  character  founded  upon  con- 
ceptions of  life  so  entirely  different  from  his  own;  but 
it  was  for  herself  that  she  was  instinctively  reluctant  to 
see  her  husband  in  too  strong  a  light. 

For  it  is  true  that  a  wonderful  disenchantment  had 
already  come  to  Agnes  —  such  a  disenchantment  as 
any  sentimental  young  woman,  brought  up  upon  novels 
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and  fine  feeliugs,  would  regard  eitlier  as  the  occasion 
of  utter  despair,  and  tlie  most  summary  death  by  heart- 
break which  was  possible,  or  else  as  a  release  from  all 
obligations  towards  the  man  who  had  disappointed  her 
so  sorely.  She  was  no  longer  able  to  admire  Roger, 
however  much  she  tried,  nor  to  look  up  to  him,  nor 
even  to  trust  him  much.  She  was  aware  that  his  ideas 
of  right  and  wTong  were  confused,  and  his  impulses 
very  often  anything  but  just  ones;  and  when  any  emer- 
gency occurred,  Agnes  was  very  far  from  being  con- 
fident that  her  husband  would  not  utterly  break  down 
in  it;  and  yet,  Avithal,  she  had  not  ceased  to  love  him, 
and  stand  by  him  with  all  her  might,  which  wonderful 
problem  of  humanity  is  one  very  little  discussed  in 
works  of  imagination.  Though  she  had  never  said  it 
to  herself,  she  knew  very  well  in  her  heart  that  she 
had  lost  the  perfect  life  for  which  everybody  hopes,  and 
that  never  on  earth,  if  even  in  heaven,  there  could  be 
between  herself  and  her  husband  that  marriage  of  true 
minds,  which  is  the  highest  ideal  of  human  existence. 
But  this  knowledge  did  not  make  Agnes  fall  off  from 
him ,  or  even  grow  indifferent.  Such  as  it  was,  for  ever 
and  ever  her  lot  was  cast;  and  her  love  had  all  the 
steady  strength,  all  the  force,  without  any  self-decep- 
tion, of  a  disenchanted  love.  Such  a  thing  exists,  as 
many  a  man  and  woman  know. 

"Mamma,"  said  little  Walter,  when  they  were 
sitting  together  one  morning  in  the  great  bare,  half- 
fumished  salmi,  which  this  time  was  at  Baden-Baden  — 
Agnes  was  very  well  used  to  these  rooms,  and  they  all 
had  a  certain  generic  resemblance  —  "mamma,  is  not 
England  home?" 

"Yes,"   said  Agnes,   with  a  little  sigh    —  she  had 
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been  teacliing  him  his  lesson,  for  he  was  now  seven 
years  old,  so  long  a  time  had  elapsed  in  this  weary 
wandering  —  and  waiting  for  the  moment  when  the 
flaxen-haired  German  nurse  should  be  ready  to  take 
the  children  out.  Baby  was  lying  at  Mrs.  Trevelyan's 
feet,  on  a  rug  which  had  been  spread  there  for  her 
special  advantage,  and  the  group  was  as  pretty  a  one 
as  could  have  been  desired.  Agnes  was  too  busy  work- 
ing to  do  more  than  watch  with  an  occasional  glance 
the  rosy  and  fair  infant  which  lay  at  her  feet,  placidly 
contemplating  with  outbreaks  of  sudden  laughter,  the 
wonderful  little  hands  which  it  flickered  in  the  air  — 
"Yes,  England  is  home,  Watty;  and  yet  you  are  a 
Sorrentino,  and  baby  is  German  —  and  how  do  you 
think  that  can  be?" 

Walter,  for  his  part,  declined  to  take  the  question 
into  consideration,  his  mind  being  otherwise  engaged.' 

"If  England  is  home,  why  don't  we  go  home? 
Haven't  we  got  some  friends  there?"  said  the  little 
boy.  "When  we  always  go  everywhere,  why  don't 
we  go  there?" 

"It  is  because  it  does  not  suit  papa,"  said  Agnes; 
though  that,  unfortunately,  was  a  very  unsatisfactory 
answer  to  herself. 

"Hermann  says  we  have  a  chateau  in  England," 
said  little  Walter;  "a  chateau  would  be  a  gi-eat  deal 
nicer  than  being  here.  If  we're  to  be  anywhere,  I 
like  Sorrento  best  —  but  why  don't  we  go  to  our 
chateau,  mamma?  At  Hennann's  chateau  there  are 
ponies  and  all  sorts  of  things,  and  his  papa  has  woods 
to  shoot  in.  I  should  like  to  learn  to  shoot,  and  to 
have  a  joony  of  my  own.  I  would  lend  him  to  you  to 
ride  upon  sometimes,  and  I'd  be  your  little  guide,  and 
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take  you  up  the  mountains  to  all  the  places  people  go 
to  see.  Are  tlieie  many  places  that  people  go  to  see 
in  England,  mamma?" 

"Yes,"  said  Agnes,  whose  knowledge  on  that  point 
was  not  much  more  extended  than  that  of  the  child-, 
"but  you  know  in  England  it  is  different,  Walter; 
people  are  not  always  trying  to  find  out  what  there  is 
to  see.  There  is  no  promenade  nor  band  like  what 
we  have  here.  Wlien  people  want  to  have  music  they 
have  it  by  themselves  at  home,  and  then  they  stay 
still  in  one  place  all  the  year  round,  and  never  dream 
of  going  away." 

"I  should  like  that,  if  we  were  at  our  chateau," 
said  Walter;  "if  there  was  a  white  pony  and  some 
hounds,  like  Hermann's  papa's  hounds,  and,  perhaps, 
rabbits  —  I  should  never  wish  to  go  away.  But  if 
people  do  not  care  for  seeing  things  in  England,  tell 
me,  mamma,  what  do  they  do?" 

"Generally,  they  work,"  said  Agnes,  who  was  not 
without  a  little  fear  of  saying  too  much,  in  case  the 
boy  might  be  seized  with  the  idea  of  recounting  the 
conversation  to  his  father,  and  Eoger,  for  his  part,  take 
it  as  an  indirect  lecture  or  reproach;  "that  is,"  she 
added  with  a  little  constraint,  "when  they  have  got 
anything  to  do." 

Walter  was  leaning  reflectively,  in  a  thoughtful 
attitude,  against  his  mother's  knee.  "What  does  it 
mean,  to  work?"  he  said,  with  that  quaint  soupQon  of 
an  accent  which  sometimes  appeared  in  his  otherwise 
good  English,  to  remind  Agnes  that  her  little  boy  was 
a  Neapolitan  born.  "Does  papa  work?  I  did  not 
know  gentlemen  had  ever  anything  to  do." 

This,  which  was  said  in  the  purest  childish  good 

21  v> 


324  AGNES. 

faltli,  sounded  like  an  unconscious  touch  of  irony  to 
Agnes.  "In  England,  most  people  have  something  to 
do,"  she  said.  "When  you  are  big,  I  hope  you  will 
work  too.  Your  grandpapa,  whom  you  want  so  much 
to  see,  has  a  great  deal  to  do." 

"I  don't  think  I  should  like  to  have  a  great  deal 
to  do,"  said  the  little  philosopher.  "I  should  like 
always  to  have  time  for  a  good  game  with  Hermann, 
and  to  hear  the  music  in  the  afternoon,  like  papa.  I 
don't  think  it  can  be  much  fun  to  be  a  lady,"  said 
Master  Walter.  "Is  it  because  you  like  it  that  you  are 
always  making  frocks  and  things?  but,  mamma,  when 
we  go  to  our  chateau,  I  will  lend  you  my  pony  and 
take  you  up  all  the  mountains.  I  think  I  should  like 
that  better  than  being  here.  Perhaps  the  mountains 
in  England  are  higher  than  Sant'  Angelo;  but  you 
know  I  have  been  up  to  the  very  top  of  that." 

"Yes,"  said  Agnes;  "but  here  comes  Madelon, 
ready  to  go  out." 

And  that  was  the  end  of  the  talk  for  the  moment;, 
but  it  may  be  supposed  what  were  Mrs.  Trevelyan's 
thoughts  when  her  boy  left  her,  with  this  grand  ques- 
tion of  her  life  all  opened  up  and  lying  naked  before 
her.  She  had  acq[uired  a  gi-eat  deal  of  experience  of 
various  kinds,  as  was  natural,  and  perhaps  in  that 
hard  school  had  really  learned  more  than  it  would  have 
been  possible  for  her  to  have  learned  in  the  tender 
enclosure  of  that  home  in  England  for  which  she  had 
so  much  longed;  but  all  her  experience  could  not  over- 
come her  natural  English  prejudice  in  favour  of  a 
settled  habitation,  an  honourable  means  of  living,  a 
fair  future  for  her  childi'en,  unsullied  by  shabby  recol- 
lections,   or    by    those  burdens   of   debt  and   evasion 
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which  children  are  so  quick  to  divine.  As  for  her 
own  life,  it  was  a  very  good  proof  that,  as  Walter  had 
said,  it  was  not  much  fun  to  be  a  lady.  After  Roger 
had  found  out,  which  was  not  for  some  time,  that 
Agnes  was  perfectly  capable  of  being  trusted  with  the 
provision  of  the  family,  for  which  he  himself  was  very 
imperfectly  qualified,  he  had  put  only  too  much  con- 
fidence in  her.  She  had  everything  to  think  of,  and 
most  things  to  do,  and  being  of  a  more  scrupulous 
conscience  than  her  husband,  Mrs.  Trevelyan  did 
everything  in  the  world  to  avoid  expending  the  money 
which  had  to  be  obtained,  if  not  by  labour  of  the 
hands,  by  a  much  more  exhaustive  process  —  by  what 
she  could  not  help  considering  degradation  of  the  mind 
and  character.  She  sat  and  wondered  in  her  heart 
how  she  could  set  her  boy  right  about  the  chateau 
which  he  had  begun  to  dream  of;  and  what,  if  this 
life  continued,  she  could  do  to  deliver  Walter  from  its 
evil  influences.  For  it  was  out  of  the  question  to 
think  of  sending  him  to  her  father,  though  such  an 
expedient  would  have  been  a  happiness  to  both. 

AMien  the  children  had  gone,  and  Agnes  sat  by 
herself  in  the  large  empty  room,  which  was  almost 
as  big  as  that  in  Sorrento,  though  widely  different 
in  appearance,  with  white  panelled  walls  instead  of 
mouldering  fresco,  and  a  bare  wood  floor  perfectly 
clean,  and  scanty  chairs  and  sofas  in  faded  green 
velvet,  a  new  thought  came  into  her  mind,  such  as  had 
never  occurred  to  her  before,  which  made  her  start, 
and  let  the  baby's  frock,  at  which  she  was  working, 
fall  out  of  her  hands:  all  at  once  it  came  into  her 
head  whether  she  might  not  write  to  Beatrice  Tre- 
velyan, who  had  never  taken  any  notice  of  her,  and 
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ask  Soger's  sister  to  receive  tlie  boy,  who  was  lier 
nephew,  and  the  heir  of  the  family  name,  and  all  that 
remained  to  it.  Tlie  thought  made  Agnes  tremble, 
but  still  it  had  come  into  her  mind,  and  it  looked  as 
if,  everything  else  failing,  there  might  be  some  hopes 
for  Walter  in  such  an  expedient.  He  was  the  greatest 
consolation  Agnes  had  in  the  world,  and  to  send  him 
away  would  be  like  taking  the  heart  out  of  her  bosom  •, 
but  that  was  not  what  the  mother  most  thought  of, 
nor  even  of  the  idea  that  followed,  that  her  child 
would  be  taught  to  despise  and  disdain  her.  The 
suggestion  was  so  strange  and  sudden,  and  so  unlike 
anything  that  she  would  have  wished  for,  that  Mrs. 
Trevelyan  felt  a  little  alarmed  by  it,  as  if  it  must  be, 
being  so  painful,  a  presentiment  of  coming  events,  and 
an  indication  given  by  God.  This  feeling  took  such 
obstinate  possession  of  her,  that  to  escape  she  got  up 
hurriedly  and  put  away  her  work  and  went  out  in 
some  agitation  to  find  Madelon  and  the  children.  Was 
it,  perhaps,  Beatrice  Trevelyan's  guardian  angel  that 
put  that  thought  into  Agnes'  mind?  But,  so  far  as 
her  own  feelings  were  concerned,  for  the  moment,  it 
seemed  more  like  to  her  as  if  it  had  been  a  demon 
and  not  an  angel  who  spoke. 

"Send  Walter  to  my  sister!"  cried  Roger,  in 
amazement,  when  he  heard  of  the  idea-,  "why,  in 
Heaven's  name,  isn't  he  much  better  here?  I  assure 
you  Beatrice  would  not  thank  you  for  giving  her  the 
trouble;  besides,  the  boy  is  too  young  for  school  — 
and,  by  Jove!  he's  quite  a  little  linguist,"  said  Roger. 
"People  should  always  learn  that  sort  of  thing  at  his 
age.  You  can  bring  him  up  to  be  an  ambassador,  if 
you  like,  on  this  sort  of  education  —  and  I  hope  that 
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would  satisfy  your  ambition.  As  for  Beatrice,  she 
don't  understand  anything'  about  chihlren,  and  I  don't 
think  she  wouhl  have  him  at  any  price.  My  love, 
you  are  an  innocent  soul,  and  think  all  Avomen  like  to 
be  bothered  with  babies;  but  that  only  shows  you 
don't  know  the  world,"  and  Mr.  Trevelyan  kept  on 
laughing  for  some  time  at  the  idea  of  saddling  Beatrice 
with  a  ti'oublesome  little  boy  of  an  inquiring  mind, 
whose  curiosity  might  penetrate  even  to  the  mysteries 
of  the  toilet;  for  Roger  was  himself  a  little  sore  and 
bitter  in  respect  to  the  sister  who  had  done  so  little  to 
help  him.  As  for  Agnes,  it  was  undoubtedly  a  great 
relief  to  her  when  her  proposition  was  negatived  so 
summai'ily;  and  thus  again,  for  the  third  time,  the  in- 
discretion of  a  third  party  prevented  the  last  remaining 
chance  of  mutual  understanding  and  sympathy  which 
might  still  have  arisen  between  Agnes  and  Beatrice 
Trevelyan.  After  this,  even  the  most  pitiful  angel 
could  find  nothing  more  to  say. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

The  Doctor's  Counsel. 

It  happened  about  this  time,  however,  that  Mr. 
Trevelyan  fell  ill.  Some  people  have  such  chances 
accorded  to  them  when  it  has  become  expedient  to 
change  the  tenor  of  their  lives.  Roger  was  very  ill, 
and  required  a  great  deal  of  nursing,  and  entire  tran- 
quillity, and  freedom  from  care,  which  was  a  little  dif- 
ficult under  the  circumstances;  and  then,  after  the  im- 
mediate danger  was  over,  the  doctors  looked  very  grave, 
and  gave   pitiful   glances  at  the  children,   whom  they 
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sometimes  saw  coming  and  going.  When  he  was  con- 
valescent, and  in  the  highest  spirits,  they  took  the 
worn-out  wife  apart  to  "speak  seriously"  to  her  —  as 
doctors  sometimes  do. 

"  My  dear  Mrs.  Trevelyan,  I  don't  want  to  alarm  you," 
said  the  English  doctor  —  whom  English  visitors  had 
brought  to  the  place  —  "but  I  feel  it  my  duty  to  tell 
you  that  the  greatest  care  is  necessary.  Mr.  Trevelyan's 
constitution,  especially  after  the  shock  it  has  received, 
demands  a  quiet  life.  I  don't  mean  to  make  the  least 
reflection  upon  his  habits,  far  from  it,  for  they,  I  am 
sure,  are  irreproachable;  but  life  here,  you  know,  is  less 
regular  than  life  at  home.  He  should  live  very  quietly 
for  a  long  time  to  come,  and  avoid  cold,  and  be  careful 
of  what  he  eats  and  drinks.  If  I  were  you,  with  your 
young  family  to  consider,  I  should  advise  him  strenu- 
ously to  go  home." 

"Doctor,  I  am  afraid  you  think  he  is  very  ill,"  said 
Agnes,  almost  overwhelmed  by  this  sudden  relapse  from 
hope  to  fear. 

"Not  in  the  least,"  said  the  doctor;  "on  the  con- 
trary, he  will  soon  be  quite  well,  and  I  hope  he  will 
keep  so.  All  that  I  want  to  warn  you  is,  that  his  con- 
stitution has  received  a  shock,  and  there  is  great  need 
for  care.  He  ought  to  keep  early  hours,  and  be  out 
of  the  way  of  excitement.  I  think,  on  the  whole,  if 
you  were  at  home  among  your  own  friends  with  your 

young  family but,   at  all  events,  no  worry,  no 

bother;  that  is  a  thing  which  mud  be  guarded  against 
at  all  costs." 

To  this  Agnes  gave  her  consent,  as  was  natural, 
without  the  remotest  idea  how  the  thing  was  to  be  ac- 
complished, and  went  back  to  her  patient  with  all  the 
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little  colour  that  had  been  left  in  lier  clieeks  by  long- 
confinement  to  his  sick  room,  efi'ectually  quenched  out. 

Roger,  for  his  part,  feeling  a  great  deal  better,  and 
expecting  to  be  perfectly  well  in  a  day  or  two,  was  in 
admirable  spirits,  gay  and  affectionate,  disposed  to  play 
with  his  children,  and  make  himself  agreeable  to  his 
wife,  as  became  a  man  to  whom,  'for  the  moment,  only 
these  tranquil  pleasures  were  possible,  and  who  was 
grateful  to  his  nurse,  and  to  God  in  some  degree,  and 
exhilarated  by  the  prospect  of  getting  speedily  back  to 
the  world. 

''What  have  those  old  fogies  been  saying  to  you?" 
he  asked,  in  his  gay  voice;  "trying  to  get  you  for 
a  patient,  I  suppose,  now  that  I  have  escaped  their 
hands?" 

"They  were  telling  me  that  you  must  take  great 
care,  Roger,"  said  Agnes,  "after  such  a  severe  illness-, 
—  if  you  were  to  go  out  too  soon,  or  use  too  much 
freedom  with  yourself " 

"Oh,  yes,  I  dare  say,"  said  the  patient,  laughing; 
"all  that  goes  without  saying;  one  takes  it  for  what  it 
is  worth.  By  Jove!  after  six  weeks  of  it,  they  might 
leave  a  man  to  his  discretion.  However,  never  mind 
the  doctors;  come  along  here,  and  tell  me  how  you 
have  managed  all  the  time  I  have  been  ill.  I  don't 
suppose  you  had  a  treasure  hidden  away  for  such  an 
emergency.  Is  it  that  all  the  tradespeople  have  been 
preternaturally  good?" 

"Oh,  yes,"  said  Agnes;  "everybody  has  been  very 
good.  I  will  tell  you  all  about  it  afterwards.  To- 
morrow you  may  have  a  drive,  if  you  like  it,  the 
doctor  says." 

"Oh,  hang  driving!"  said  Roger;  "I'll  walk.    I  am 
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as  strong  as  you  are  —  a  great  deal  stronger  tlian  you 
are,  I  believe,  to  speak  the  truth.  So,  everybody  has 
been  good?  I  suppose  they  thought  you  had  enough 
on  your  hands  with  a  sick  husband  and  three  little 
children.  By  Jove,  Agnes,  there  was  one  night  I  took 
fright  myself.  I  thought  how  cruel  it  would  be  if  any- 
thing happened,  you  know.  England's  impracticable 
for  people  in  our  circumstances;  but  I  was  almost 
tempted  to  wish  we  had  been  there." 

"Hush,  for  Heaven's  sake!  and  don't  talk  so,"  said 
Agnes.  "What  does  it  matter  about  me?  It  is  your 
health  that  is  the  thing  to  be  considered.  Do  you  think 
England  is  quite  impracticable,  Roger?  I  cannot  see 
it,  for  my  part." 

"That  is  because  you  don't  know,  my  dear,"  said 
the  invalid,  confidently.  "We  can  live  anyhow  here; 
nobody  takes  the  trouble  to  inc[uire  how  many  servants 
you've  got,  or  how  much  you  spend  on  your  toilette. 
But  at  home,  you  know  —  why,  at  home  we  must 
either  drop  out  of  civilization  altogether,  or  live  as 
other  people  do;  there  is  no  choice." 

"That  is  another  thing  in  which  I  don't  agree  with 
you,"  said  Agnes.  "Lady  Grandmaison  used  to  say  it 
was  a  great  mistake." 

"A  great  deal  Lady  Grandmaison  knows!"  said 
Roger;  but  he  was  secretly  mollified  by  the  name  of 
the  very  fine  lady  whom  he  called  his  wife's  authority. 
"Let  us  hear  what  slie  said." 

"She  said,  she  went  sometimes  to  people's  houses 
who  were  not  of  her  own  class  —  for  example,  artists," 
said  Agnes,  in  her  innocence;  "and  that  they  always 
tried  to  entertain  her  in  imitation  of  Grandmaison.  And 
then  she  said,  if  they  only  had  been  content  to  enter- 
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tain  lier  In  their  way,  anil  not  to  copy  liers,  it  would 
have  been  so  much  kinder  to  her,  and  so  very  much 
pleasanter,  than  to  have  always  the  same  thing 
over " 

But  here  Agnes  could  not  but  perceive,  by  the 
clouding  over  of  Roger's  countenance,  that  she  had 
said  something  much  amiss. 

"Agnes,  you  are  enough  to  drive  a  saint  out  of 
patience,"  said  Roger;  "wliat  the  deuce  do  you  mean? 
I  hope  you  don't  mean  to  put  us  on  the  level  of  artists 
and  such  people.  You  ought  to  understand  by  this 
time  that  all  these  professional  people  are  out  of  society. 
One  notices  them,  of  course,  because  it  is  the  right 
thing  to  notice  them  —  in  a  way:  but  Lady  Grandmai- 
son  would  never  have  taken  the  liberty  of  making  such 
a  remark  in  respect  to  people  in  our  condition.  The 
thing  is  preposterous,  as  you  ought  to  know " 

"But  why?"  said  Agnes.  "I  am  sure  many  artists 
are  a  great  deal  richer  than  we  are;  and  they  could  not 
be  good  artists  if  they  were  not  educated  people.  I 
don't  see  why  it  is  absurd." 

"That  is  simply  because  you  don't  know,"  said 
Roger,  with  impatience.  "There  are  some  things  that 
never  can  be  taught.  It  is  all  very  well  to  be  kind  to 
an  artist  —  who,  of  course,  is  an  outsider;  but  I  should 
hope  that  Lady  Grandmaison  knew  better  than  to  be 
kind  to  me!'''' 

"I  am  afraid,  as  you  say,  there  are  some  things  I 
shall  never  learn,"  said  Agnes.  "Lady  Grandmaison 
was  very  kind  to  me.  Of  course,  if  that  is  your  feeling, 
I  don't  suppose  she  would  do  anything  to  wound  you. 
But  don't  you  think,  Roger,  if  England  was  best  for 
you,   we   could   do   without   society  for  a  little?"   she 
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said,  returning  to  her  object.  "I  am  sure  I  sliould  not 
mind,  for  my  part." 

"What  stupid  idea  have  you  got  into  your  head  of 
England  being  best  for  me?"  said  Roger.  "Nonsense! 
England  is  the  land  of  taxes  and  appearances,  and 
never  can  be  best  for  anybody.  Let  well  alone,  I  tell 
you.  If  I  want  a  place  which  will  be  the  best  for  me, 
I  can  go  back  to  Sorrento.  But  the  fact  is,  I  am  all 
right  again,  and  mean  to  go  to  the  place  that's  most 
amusing.  There,  I  wish  you'd  count  up  what  your 
bills  are.  I'm  going  to  write  to  my  respected  god- 
father. I  mean  to  tell  him  how  nearly  he  has  lost  me," 
said  Roger;  "and  therefore,  you  had  better  make  up 
yom-  bills,  for  his  heart  is  sure  to  be  moved  by  such 
an  appeal  as  that." 

"I  have  not  any  bills,"  said  Agnes;  "even,  I  have 
a  little  money.  Dear  Roger,  you  know  my  father  is 
always  kind.  If  you  only  would  go  home  a  little,  and 
recruit  your  strength;  we  might  come  abroad  again,  if 
you  wished  it;  and  perhaps,"  said  the  anxious  wife, 
faltering  a  little,  "he  and  you  might  think  of  some- 
thing better " 

"By  Jove!  it  is  difficult  to  stand  all  this,"  said 
Roger,  getting  up  from  his  chair.  "My  dear  Agnes,  I 
never  say  anything  against  your  father;  it  is  one  of 
my  principles.  But  just  be  reasonable  a  moment ,  and 
tell  me  how  can  he  possibly  know  what  is  suitable  for 
me?  Besides,  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  with  all 
this  nonsense  about  recruiting  my  health.  To-morrow 
I  shall  be  all  right.  Is  it  the  doctors  that  have  been 
telling  you  this?" 

"They  say  you  ought  to  take  care,"  said  Agnes, 
faltering  a  little,   "and  that  you  must  not  be  worried. 
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I  suppose  tliey  say  as  mucli  always  after  a  severe  illness 
like  yours." 

"By  Jove!  to  send  me  to  England  is  an  odd  way 
of  taking  care,"  said  Roger-,  "and  as  for  the  means; 
—  I  don't  mean  to  say  we're  lying  on  a  bed  of  roses; 
still,  the  money  generally  turns  up  somehow,  you  must 
acknowledge  that.  Don't  talk  any  more  rubbish, 
there's  a  good  girl;  you  ought  to  know  by  this  time 
that  I  don't  mean  to  go  to  England.  I  tell  you,  I 
know  a  great  deal  better  than  you  do ,  and  that  we  are 
best  here!" 

And  with  this  decisive  utterance  Agnes  had  to  stop 
short  and  be  content.  But  her  anxieties  were  awakened, 
and  a  new  turn  was  given  to  her  thoughts.  Though 
the  illness  of  Roger  had  been  of  a  very  serious  kind, 
it  had  never  occurred  to  his  wife,  after  the  actual  crisis 
was  over,  that  anything  further  was  to  be  apprehended ; 
and  the  novelty  of  the  idea,  and  the  necessity  for  hid- 
ing it  in  her  own  mind,  became  dreadful  to  Agnes, 
when,  her  patient  being  better  —  or  indeed,  as  he 
himself  said,  "quite  well,"  and  returned  to  his  usual 
amusements  and  occupations  —  she  was  left  once  more 
to  complete  the  baby's  frocks  in  the  silence.  Up  to 
this  time,  though  she  had  had  many  things  to  suffer, 
Agnes,  who  was  not  given  to  brooding  over  those  dis- 
appointments of  life  which,  after  all,  never  reveal  them- 
selves at  a  stroke,  but  grow  slowly  upon  the  firmament 
till  the  eye  gets  used  to  them,  had  been  in  the  habit 
of  rousing  herself  now  and  then,  when  she  got  sad  and 
discouraged,  and  doing  her  best  to  dissijDate  her  troubles 
by  contemplation  of  the  parts  of  her  existence  which 
were,  on  the  whole,  sufficiently  happy.  Roger  might 
not  be   precisely  what  she  had  once  supposed  him  to 
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be,  but  he  was  almost  always  kind,  in  his  way;  and 
Walter  was  the  dearest  and  most  engaging  of  children; 
and  baby  was  well,  and  promised  well;  —  and  at  the 
worst  they  had  a  prospect  before  them,  if  Roger  ever 
came  to  Trevelyan,  of  paying  what  they  owed  —  or 
at  least  Agnes  devoutly  believed  so.  When  she  took 
all  these  things  into  consideration  the  heaviness  would 
melt  away  from  her  heart,  and  she  would  say  to  her- 
self that  the  mists  dispersed  always  when  she  had  cou- 
rage to  face  them,  and  that  fancy  was  more  cruel  than 
fact. 

But  this  day  a  spectre  took  its  place  on  her  path, 
which  was  not  a  fancy,  and  would  not  disappear. 
When  she  felt  the  pain  more  than  usual,  and  essayed 
her  general  mode  of  exorcising  it,  Agnes  for  the  first 
time  felt  herself  repulsed  and  driven  back,  sadder  than 
ever.  This  was  no  burden  of  the  thoughts  or  the  ima- 
gination, which  could  be  put  to  flight.  In  place  of 
lightening  it  became  heavier  than  before,  and  fixed,  as 
if  with  actual  talons,  upon  her  heart.  She  did  not 
think  as  yet  of  what  the  consequences  might  be  to  her- 
self, for  she  had  not  followed  out  the  idea  so  far  as 
to  anticipate  the  possibility  of  widowhood.  What  she 
thought  of  was  Roger  weak,  and  ill,  and  sufi'ering  — 
unable  to  take  any  of  the  pleasures  which  occupied 
him  now  —  without  anything  to  employ  his  time  or 
give  him  an  interest  in  life;  and  so  far  as  she  herself 
was  at  all  the  object  of  her  thoughts,  it  was  that  she 
imagined  herself  engrossed  with  him,  and  the  children 
running  about  wild,  neglected,  and  yet  subdued  and 
reproved  indoors,  that  they  might  not  make  a  noise  to 
disturb  papa.  And  then,  in  such  a  case,  the  question 
arose  more  than  ever  how  the   forlorn  household  was 
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to  be  provulcd  for;  whether  Roger  would  consent, 
whether  Agnes  herself  could  bear  to  apply  to  her 
father  for  everything,  even  thougli  that  everything  was 
but  a  pittance,  enough  to  keep  tliem  alive.  Such 
thoughts  were  not  very  cheerful  accompaniments  to 
the  making  of  baby's  frocks;  and,  for  the  first  time, 
Agnes  found  them  too  strong  for  her  —  thoughts  that 
would  not  be  repelled  even  by  her  most  strenuous 
efforts;  for,  to  be  sure,  by  this  time,  something  had 
come  into  them  which  could  not  be  reasoned  away. 

And  it  was  very  hard  to  say  how  far  matters  would 
be  mended  if  they  went  home.  Agnes's  mind  revolted 
—  more,  it  is  to  be  feared,  than  Roger's  would  have 
done  —  from  the  idea  of  living  upon  her  father's 
bounty;  and  now  it  was  too  late  to  hope  that  Roger 
coukL  "do  something"  to  provide  for  his  family.  At 
last  she  had  agi'eed  sadly  that  he  was  right,  and  that 
it  was  best  to  stay  where  they  were.  When  her  thoughts 
reached  this  stage,  she  began  to  think  of  Sorrento, 
which  had  grown,  as  was  natural',  fairer  and  dearer  to 
her  since  she  left  it,  and  which  was  still  associated 
Avith  the  time  when  she  had  been  able  to  dream.  She 
sat  at  her  work  and  planned  how  they  could  return 
there  (for  Agnes  never  doubted  that,  if  Roger  was  to 
be  "delicate,"  Italy  was  the  place  for  him),  and  find 
for  the  winter,  rooms  that  faced  to  the  mezzo-giorno^ 
and  a  balcony  that  looked  on  the  sea;  and  how,  with 
the  ninety  pounds  of  honest  money  which  remained  to 
them,  and  which  Roger  had  so  often  laughed  at,  she 
could  make  a  last  forlorn  attempt  to  live  without  ask- 
ing for  any  more  alms.  These  were  the  most  cheerful 
of  all  the  many  new  calculations  which  occupied  her 
in  her  solitude. 
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Yet  it  i^v  be  remembered  that  even  In  these  cir- 
cumstances ,  ..ere  was  nothing  of  absolute  misery  in  her 
life  or  in  Ljr  thoughts.  It  was  not  life  in  its  tragical 
aspect,  extraordinary  and  unusual  —  but  life,  with 
some  private  aggravations,  of  the  common  complexion, 
which  she  had  to  confront  and  conquer,  as  far  as  that 
was  possible.  Agnes  had  even  breadth  enough  of 
mind  to  see  that  her  husband,  save  in  the  stronger 
faculty  for  being  amused,  was  very  little  better  off  than 
she  wab  Roger's  dissipations,  which  were  not  of  a 
heinous  character,  and  his  amusements,  stood  to  him 
in  the  same  place  which  her  baby's  frocks,  and  little 
Walter's  lessons,  and  her  exertions  in  domestic  economy 
did  to  Agnes.  Instead  of  feeling  virtuous  over  the 
differeii.  character  of  her  occupations,  she  was  wise 
enough,  being  Stanfield's  daughter,  to  recognise  that, 
as  she  owed  this  shifty,  unsettled,  unlovely  life  to  him, 
so  he  s  oowed  its  more  disagreeable  features  to  her. 
If  he  L..d  not  married,  he  might  have  stood  in  exactly 
the  same  position  as  most  of  the  men  in  whose  com- 
pany he  spent  his  life;  and  nobody  could  have  had  a 
right  to  blame  him,  whatever  the  opinion  of  a  high 
moralist  might  have  been  as  to  the  waste  of  his  best 
years  implied  in  such  an  existence.  Or  he  might  have 
married  in  his  own  sphere,  and  in  such  a  way  as  to 
have  secured  at  least  an  income  and  the  means  of  fol- 
lowing out  his  own  conceptions  of  what  was  best  and 
most  agreeable.  Instead  of  that,  he  had  cast  himself 
helpless,  not  being  a  man  in  the  least  capable  of  con- 
quering fate,  upon  the  world  by  marrying  Agnes;  and 
he  too,  like  her,  had  to  fight  his  battle  under  circum- 
stances hard  enough.  All  this  went  tlu-ough  her  mind 
when  she  was  alone.     But  then  there  were  other  mo- 
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ments,  when  the  sunshine  and  the  ah-  -itside  drove 
such  ideas  altogether  out  of  the  heart  ot  gnes,  and 
when  she  only  recollected  that  they  were  hoth  young, 
and  that  they  loved  each  other,  and  that  nothing  had 
happened  as  yet  which  could  not  be  mended ;  and  even 
the  doctor's  warning  did  not  altogether  overwhelm  her 
spirit  at  these  happier  moments.  Doctors  were  Avi'ong 
so  often;  and  then  Roger  himself  was  utterly  sceptical, 
and  looked  as  well  as  ever;  and  the  world  was  still 
before  them,  with  all  its  hopes  and  chances  of  n(^,w  and 
better  life. 

Fortunately,  the  season  was  about  over  when  Roger 
had  his  next  attack;  which,  to  be  sure,  was  brought 
on  by  the  most  imprudent  exposure  and  the  excitement 
of  a  steeple-chase,  upon  which  he  had  betted  heavily. 
His  horse  won  at  last,  fortunately  for  the  Trevelyans, 
but  Roger  next  morning  was  reduced  to  almost  r  worse 
strait  than  in  his  previous  illness.  This  tiL  >  the 
doctor  "spoke  seriously"  to  himself,  when  the  patient 
was  sufficiently  recovered  to  listen. 

"I  warned  Mrs.  Trevelyan  that  the  greatest  care 
was  necessary,"  he  said,  reproachfully,  "and  that  ex- 
citement was  above  all  things  to  be  avoided.  I  must 
repeat  what  I  said  then  with  still  more  emphasis.  With 
quiet,  and  a  tranquil  mind,  and  a  regular  life  — " 

"God  heavens,  doctor!  don't  be  so  barbarous,"  said 
the  unfortunate  patient;  "I  am  the  steadiest  fellow 
going.  What  you  can  possibly  mean  by  that  frightful 
sentence,  except  gruel  and  slippers,  I  cannot  imagine; 
and  surely  I  have  not  come  to  that." 

"No;  not  if  you  take  care  of  yourself,"  said  the 
doctor,  "but  this  is  not  a  case  to  trifle  with.  Excite- 
ment and  exposure  are  as  bad  for  you  —  I  mean,  of 
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course,  in  a  physical  point  of  view  —  as  the  wildest 
dissipation  might  be  to  another  man.  I  don't  want  to 
drive  you  to  slippers  and  gruel,  but  I  must  tell  you 
that  this  won't  do;  your  constitution  is  not  equal  to  it. 
Go  home  and  nurse  yourself  for  a  year  or  two.  I  as- 
sure you,  a  little  care  will  be  well  repaid." 

"Go  homer  said  Eoger-,  "I  suppose  you  mean  that 
for  a  joke,  doctor.  An  English  winter  is  a  fine  thing 
for  a  man  who  has  to  take  care  of  himself.  We  were 
talking  of  going  back  to  Italy,  which,  of  coui'se,  is  what 
you  meant  to  say." 

"My  dear  sir,"  said  the  doctor,  "I  meant  what  I 
said  •,  there  is  nothing  the  matter  with  your  lungs,  and  I 
don't  believe  in  Italy.  Go  home.  Go  to  a  quiet  place, 
where  there  are  no  amusements.  Ride  if  you  like,  but 
don't  hunt.  Leave  sport  alone  for  a  little,  you'll  come 
back  to  it  with  all  the  greater  zest.  A  little  steady 
occupation  and  domestic  life  for  a  year  or  two  might 
set  you  all  right." 

Here  Roger  threw  an  indignant  glance  at  Agnes, 
who  was  so  much  amazed  by  having  her  own  early 
visions  repeated  with  all  the  force  of  professional  ad- 
vice, that  she  raised  her  eyes  in  astonishment  to  the 
adviser's  face,  and  missed  Rogers  look  of  accusation. 
He,  however,  could  not  divest  himself  of  the  idea  that 
Agnes  was  a  traitor,  and  that  this  was  the  means  she 
had  taken  to  secure  her  own  way. 

"Precisely,"  he  said;  "you  are  in  charming  accord 
with  Mrs.  Trevelyan,  doctor.  This  is  the  career  she 
has  chalked  out  for  me  for  I  don't  know  how  many 
years." 

"I  know  nothing  about  that,"  said  the  doctor,  with 
a  little   impatience.     "If  Mrs.  Trevelyan  had   formed 
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that  idea  on  the  same  grouuds  that  I  have  done,  she 
would  have  showed  her  acquaintance  with  the  grand 
principles  of  medical  science;  but  that  does  not  inter- 
fere with  my  advice." 

Roger  naturally  found  it  necessary  to  pause  after 
this.  He  began  to  demand  explanations,  that  he  might 
know  at  least  why  such  a  step  was  incumbent  on  him. 
If  it  was  not  his  lungs ,  which  is  always  the  idea  that 
comes  easiest  in  such  a  case,  what  was  it?  And  then 
the  conversation  grew  purely  medical.  The  end  of  all, 
however,  was  that  Roger  was  convinced,  however  much 
against  his  will.  Agnes  hovered  about  the  room  in 
silence  and  teiTor  while  all  this  was  going  on;  she  saw 
that  her  husband  attributed  to  her,  that  suggestion 
which  resembled  so  much  her  own  desires;  and  she 
saw,  besides,  what  Roger  did  not  observe,  being  occupied 
with  other  matters,  that  even  with  all  the  advantages 
of  quietness  and  tranquillity  of  mind,  no  certain  cure 
was  promised  to  her  husband.  The  doctor  spoke  to 
him  as  doctors  speak  to  a  man  who  has  to  be  soothed 
and  humoured  in  order  to  prolong  his  life  as  long  as 
possible.  She  did  not  venture  to  follow  the  doctor  to 
ask  any  interpretation  of  his  dubious  expressions,  when 
he  went  away.  She  had  to  wait  and  receive,  in  her 
own  person,  the  inevitable  shock. 

"So,"  said  Roger,  "you  have  managed  to  get  your 
own  will  at  last.  A  nice  sentence  this,  isn't  it,  for  a 
man  of  my  age?  A  tranquil  mind,  and  a  quiet  life; 
something  to  do,  and  the  domestic  circle!  You  have 
got  your  own  way  at  last." 

"Not  by  my  own  will,  Roger,"  said  Agnes.  "You 
know  it  is  long  since  I  have  either  spoken  or  thought 
of  going  home." 
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"Oil,  I  don't  accuse  you,"  said  her  husband;  "per- 
haps, for  the  first  moment,  I  thought  you  had  been 
mean  and  spoken  to  him;  but  you  are  not  mean,  what- 
ever you  may  be.  Oh  no,  I  don't  accuse  you.  This  is 
what  it  has  come  to  of  itself,  and  altogether  independ- 
ent of  you.  A  nice  life  for  a  man  of  my  habits! 
We'll  go  to  Windholm,  of  course." 

"Not  of  course,  if  you  don't  like  it,  Eoger,"  said 
the  anxious  wife. 

"  Oh,  like  it,  hang  it !  I  like  it  as  well  as  any  other 
place;  —  a  place  where  there  are  no  amusements,  that 
is  the  chief  thing  desirable.  Windholm  is  just  as  good 
as  any  other,  and  we'll  always  have  your  father  handy 
to  keep  us  from  starving.  By  Jove,  it  is  a  little  hard 
upon  a  man  at  my  age!" 

"Yes,  Roger,  it  is  very  hard,"  said  Agnes,  kneeling 
down  by  his  side,  and  feeling  for  the  moment  remorse- 
ful even  of  her  own  health  and  life,  which  were  all  for 
his  service.  If  it  had  but  been  she  who  was  ill  —  she 
who  could  have  been  sent  home  to  be  taken  care  of, 
and  there  would  have  been  an  end  of  it.  This  seemed 
to  Agnes,  as  it  has  seemed  to  so  many  women,  so  much 
more  satisfactory;  but  this  is  not  how  things  are  ar- 
ranged in  this  perplexing  life. 

Roger  was,  however,  a  little  touched  by  his  wife's 
sympathy.  He  was  pleased  that  at  least  she  could 
see  some  reason  for  his  disinclination  to  return  to  Eng- 
land; and  when  all  that  could  be  said  on  that  subject 
had  been  said,  the  invalid,  with  natural  inconsistency, 
changed  his  mind  all  at  once,  and  began  to  think  with 
pleasure  of  the  change.  He  discovered  that  when  he 
was  no  longer  free  and  able  to  move  about,  the  sound 
of  the  band  in  the  afternoon  was  something  insuffer- 
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able;  antl  tliat  tlie  idiots  who  played,  and  tlie  canaille 
who  enjoyed  themselves,  were  a  detestable  foreign  mob, 
unworthy  of  an  Englishman's  regard.  "You  had  better 
let  your  friend,  Lady  Grandmaison,  know  where  we 
are  going;  theij  have  a  place  in  Middlesex,"  Roger  said. 
And  these  were  the  circumstances,  altogether  amazing 
and  unexpected,  in  which  after  nearly  eight  years'  ab- 
sence, the  Trevelyans  made  their  preparations  to  re- 
turn. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

Once  More  in  England. 

The  Trevelyans  were  going  home.   So  they  all  said 

—  from  Roger,  who  knew  that  the  only  house  he  had 
ever  called  home  in  England,  was  closed  against  him, 
do^vn  to  little  Walter,  whose  sole  idea  of  home  was  the 
place  where  his  mother  happened  to  be.  The  words 
are  suggestive  words  in  all  circumstances,  and  come  to 
bear  meanings  very  different  from  their  first  cheerful 
primitive  meaning.  As  for  Agnes,  she  regarded  this 
return,  though  she  had  longed  for  it  for  years,  with 
painful  doubt  and  timidity.  She  was  too  wise  to  expect 
her  husband  to  content  himself  with  the  manner  of  life 
which  would  content  her;  and  what  was  he  to  do  at 
Windholm,  where  he  would  be  able  but  too  completely 
to  carry  out  the  doctor's  orders?  And  then  she  thought, 
not  as  Stanfield  believed  she  was  thinking  —  of  her 
father's  pleasure  in  the  news,  in  the  hope  of  again 
seeing  her,  of  keeping  her  and  her  children  near  him 

—  but  of  how  Roger  would  bear  the  proximity,  of  how 
the  two  would  "get  on."     It  seemed  as  if,  as  happens 
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SO  often,  her  wishes  were  granted  her  just  at  the 
moment  when  she  had  ceased  to  wish.  The  summer 
was  almost  over  when  they  began  their  journey,  and 
Agnes's  anxiety  was  great  on  the  road;  for  there  was 
her  helpless  little  baby,  still  so  young,  and  Walter, 
who  began  to  be  uncontrollable  as  he  developed  into 
boyhood,  and  Roger  himself,  who  had  to  be  cared  for 
most  carefully  of  all.  After  all  her  fatigues,  this  journey 
stretched  her  strength  to  its  utmost  point,  and  it  was 
with  a  weary,  wan  face  that  she  landed  again  in  Eng- 
land, after  the  eight  years'  absence  which  had  been  so 
eventful  to  her.  Stanfield  had  come  up  to  London  to 
meet  his  child,  but  the  two  said  very  little  to  each 
other  when  they  met.  When  she  had  gone  away,  it 
was  she  who  was  the  person  to  be  cared  for,  she  whom 
everybody  was  thinking  about,  whom  Koger  meant  to 
guard  from  every  wind  that  blew,  and  whom  the  father, 
as  he  gave  her  up,  regarded  wistfully,  as  feeling  that 
no  new  protection  could  adequately  replace  his  own 
unfailing  care.  But  by  this  time,  all  that  was  changed. 
It  did  not  occur  to  Roger  now,  even  to  say  or  to 
think  that  Agnes  had  to  be  taken  care  of.  The  idea 
would  have  moved  him  not  to  eager  protestations  of 
his  own  attention,  but  to  a  little  amusement,  if  not 
impatience.  "Oh,  Agnes  is  used  to  it,  she  is  a  very 
good  traveller,"  he  said  lightly,  when  the  blacksmith 
said  something  about  her  fatigue;  and  after  the  first 
moment,  when  Stanfield  had  kissed  his  daughter,  she 
had  too  much  to  do  to  talk  to  him.  Instead  of  remaining 
with  her  father,  to  make  acquaintance  with  him  anew, 
and  tell  him,  not  only  in  words,  but  by  her  eyes  and 
her  looks,  that  all  was  well  with  her,  Agnes,  after  the 
first  hurried   greeting,   had  to  leave  him  with  Roger, 
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while  she  «ittended  to  her  necessary  duties.  Stanfield 
had  engag^ed  rooms  for  the  party  at  the  hotel,  but  it 
was  Agnes's  business  to  ai-range  which  was  to  be  Roger's 
room,  and  to  give  all  the  orders  for  his  comfort  and  for 
that  of  the  children,  which,  to  be  sure,  was  only  her 
natural  duty,  too  much  an  every-day  matter  to  take 
any  importance  at  all  in  her  mind.  But  it  was  different 
with  the  father,  who  had  seen  her  go  away  a  bride, 
and  whose  eyes  had  not  been  familiarized  gradually 
with  the  inevitable  change  from  the  position  of  one 
whom  everybody  served,  to  that  of  one  who  served 
everybody.  Stanfield  was  too  wise  a  man  to  come  to 
an  immediate  decision  in  his  own  mind  on  the  first 
aspect  of  affairs;  but,  nevertheless,  his  heart  sank  when 
he  saw  the  change  in  his  daughter.  No  doubt,  it  was 
inevitable  that  she  should  be  changed;  and  it  might 
have  been,  had  he  seen  the  change  day  by  day,  that 
the  new  things  might  have  grown,  to  him  also,  as  dear 
as  the  old.  But  at  this  moment  the  shock  was  too 
great  and  sudden.  He  stood  by  the  side  of  the  fire, 
near  the  chair  into  which  Roger  had  thrown  himself, 
contemplating,  with  a  little  sympathy  and  a  little  irri- 
tation, the  changed  looks  of  his  son-in-law.  The 
difference  in  Roger's  appearance  was  sadder  and  more 
striking  than  that  which  these  eight  years  had  wrought 
in  Agnes ;  but  then  it  was  not  Roger  who  was  William 
Stanfield' s  only  child. 

"Always  the  same,"  said  Trevelyan;  "this  horrible 
old  England  never  has  anything  but  fogs  and  rain  to 
greet  a  fellow  with.  Would  you  mind  shutting  the 
door,  Stanfield?  An  arrival  is  always  a  wretched  affair; 
and  as  for  me,  this  cold  goes  to  my  bones,  though, 
to  be  sure,  there's  always  a  little  comfort  in  a  coal  fire." 
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"Did  you  have  a  rough  passage?"  said  Stanfield, 
by  way  of  having  something  to  say. 

"Oh,  nothing  particular,  for  the  Channel,"  said 
Eoger.  "What's  Agnes  about,  I  wonder?  And,  by 
Jove,  how  slow  those  fellows  are!  ^he's  looking  after 
the  babies,  I  suppose.  That  German  maid,  of  course, 
is  not  the  least  use.  If  we  had  been  a  little  richer,  I 
should  have  brought  Giovanni,  who  was  worth  a  dozen 
maids;  but  that  money  is  the  deuce;  it  comes  in  the 
way  of  everything;  and  here  we  are,  in  this  blessed  old 
countiy,  where  one  has  always  to  pay  double.  Good 
heavens,  how  cold  it  is!" 

"We  have  had  a  deal  of  rain,"  said  Stanfield;  "that 
is  why  it  is  so  cold.  I  am  sorry  to  see  you  feel  it  so 
much." 

"Yes,"  cried  Eoger;  "that  is  what  I  said  to  Farington; 
but  these  doctors  will  always  have  their  own  way.  As 
for  coming  home  to  be  quiet,  I  have  no  confidence  in 
it,  for  my  part.  I  believe  a  man  is  always  better  where 
he  can  amuse  himself  a  little.  By  Jove,  what  can 
Agnes  be  doing?  She  ought  to  be  a  little  more  civil 
to  you,  at  least." 

A  sudden  light  woke  up  under  Stanfield's  eyelids. 
"She  has  no  occasion  to  be  civil  to  me,"  he  said,  with 
a  momentary  smile,  which  was  gone  in  an  instant. 
But  Roger  had  a  great  deal  too  much  to  occupy  him 
in  his  own  person  to  concern  himself  about  Stanfield's 
looks. 

"That  is  very  kind  of  you,  but  she  ought  to  know 
better,"  said  Trevelyan;  "it's  that  baby,  of  course. 
Watty's  a  little  brick,  and  never  gives  any  trouble.  I 
believe  it's  all  vanity;  she  does  not  want  you  to  form 
your  opinion  of  them  to-night,  when  they're  tired  and 
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cross,  but  she  ouglit  to  consider  that  I'm  famishing. 
However,  here's  something  to  eat  at  last.  Look  here," 
said  Roger,  addressing  himself  to  the  waiter,  "go  to 
IMrs.  Trevelyan,  will  you,  and  tell  her  we're  waiting. 
Stanfield,  I  beg  your  pardon.  Sit  down,  won't  you? 
She'll  be  here  this  minute,  I've  no  doubt." 

Stanfield  took  the  chair  his  son-in-law  offered  to 
him  without  any  remark.  He  saw  well  enough  that 
the  tired  traveller  would  have  been  much  better  pleased 
to  have  been  left  alone  this  first  evening  of  his  return; 
but  the  blacksmith's  heart  for  once  was  too  strong  for 
his  civility,  he  could  not  conquer  his  yearning  to  look 
into  his  child's  eyes  again,  and  learn  to  know  this  new 
Agnes,  who  Avas  his  and  yet  who  was  not  his.  He  sat 
down,  restraining  with  difficulty  the  heavy  sigh  that 
moved  his  breast.  If  Roger  had  been  in  vigorous 
health,  the  heart  of  Agnes's  father  would  have  risen 
against  him ;  but  the  young  man  was  himself  worn  and 
aged  before  his  time,  and  the  just  soul  was  silenced, 
and  would  not  reproach  the  weakness  of  his  neighbour. 
Thus  they  sat  together,  Roger  gradually  working  him- 
self into  impatience  till  Agnes  re-entered  the  room.  She 
had  taken  off  her  bonnet  and  cloak,  and  at  last  her 
father  could  see  the  fair  and  serious  woman  who  had 
come  back,  in  the  place  of  his  ideal  child.  She  seemed 
to  him  even  a  little  taller  in  the  wonderful  change  that 
had  come  upon  her,  but  even  now  she  was  not  tall; 
and  her  slender,  girlish  figure  had  expanded  a  little. 
She  had  never  had  much  colour,  and  what  with  weari- 
ness and  excitement,  she  was  very  pale  at  this  moment; 
but  it  was  when  she  looked  at  him  that  her  father  saw 
the  fulness  of  the  revolution.  The  sweet,  pensive, 
furtive  eyes,  once  half  abashed  at  their  own  meaning, 
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were  steady  and  serious  now  like  two  stars.  They  met 
his  eyes  with  a  full,  open  look,  which  went  to  Stan- 
field's  heart.  It  seemed  to  say,  "We  are  equals  now; 
my  experience  is  more  than  yours,  my  burdens  are 
heavier,  and  yet  I  am  your  child,  oh,  my  father!"  And 
it  was  in  him  to  understand  the  look.  There  was 
nothing  said  between  them  as  they  sat  down  together 
at  the  table;  but  somehow,  it  seemed  to  Stanfield  as  if 
his  life  had  passed  in  review  before  him,  and  he  had 
seen  at  a  glance  how  peaceful  it  had  been  —  how 
sheltered  from  the  storms  and  perplexities  of  that 
existence  which  was  at  present  spreading  over  Agnes  a 
firmament  heavy  with  clouds.  He  had  this  thought  in 
his  mind,  while  he  sat  for  the  first  time  at  the  table 
which  was  Mr.  Trevelyan's  table,  though  the  bill  might 
possibly  come  to  the  blacksmith's  hand,  sooner  or  later. 
Roger  brightened  up  when  he  was  comforted  with  food 
and  wine,  and  had  recovered  his  chill  and  fatigue  a 
little.  He  even  mellowed  into  the  tone  that  befitted  a 
reunion  in  which  joy  and  pain  were  so  naturally  yet 
so  strongly  mixed.  He  talked  of  his  wife,  and  praised 
and  laughed  at  her  with  that  freedom  which  is  only 
born  of  love  —  a  freedom  which,  indeed,  Stanfield 
comprehended  but  partially  —  and  he  told  the  grand- 
father, who  did  not  as  yet  recognise  himself  in  that 
capacity,  stories  of  Walter,  with  a  pride  in  his  boy 
which  it  was  sweet  to  Agnes  to  see;  and  after  this  he 
took  up  his  candle  and  shook  hands  with  his  father-in- 
law,  and  kissed  his  wife. 

"I  daresay  you  two  would  like  to  look  at  each 
other  by  yourselves,"  he  said;  "so  I'll  go  to  bed;  but 
don't  keep  her  late,  Stanfield,  for  she's  very  tired, 
though  she  never  says  so." 
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They  had  beeu  all  standing  together  round  the  fire, 
and  when  he  was  gone  the  two  that  were  left,  turned 
to  each  other  as  if  it  had  been  to  cany  out  literally 
Roger's  suggestion.  It  was  Stanfield  who  was  the  most 
moved  of  the  two.  He  put  his  hand  softly  on  his 
daughter's  head,  and  smoothed  the  heavy  braids  of  hair 
under  which  her  small  head  seemed  to  droop,  as  it  had 
done  all  her  life.  A  strange  confusion  of  feeling  was 
in  his  mind.  He  had  been  disposed  to  think  her 
^^^.'onged,  but  yet  it  was  difficult  now  to  see  how  she 
was  wronged,  for  her  husband  loved  her.  He  had  been 
indignant,  and  full  of  a  great  remorseful  pity,  but  this 
pity  was  defeated  and  turned  back  by  Roger's  evident 
tenderness,  and  by  the  clear  light  in  Agnes's  eyes.  For 
it  was  apparent  to  him  that  his  daughter  was  not  un- 
happy and  oppressed,  though  at  the  same  time  she 
might  have  failed  of  the  perfect  life.  He  did  not  knoAv 
what  to  say,  scarcely  what  to  think,  as  he  smoothed 
down  with  a  tender  caressing  hand  her  beautiful  hair. 

"So  this  is  you,  little  one,  at  last!"  said  Stanfield. 
It  was  all  he  could  find  breath  to  say. 

"Yes,  father,"  said  Agnes,  "but  not  a  little  one 
any  longer  —  the  mother  of  little  ones  whom  you  have 
not  had  time  to  see." 

"Ay,  child,  so  I  suppose,"  said  the  blacksmith, 
with  a  sigh.  "It's  time  I  should  make  up  my  mind  to 
that.  You're  changed  enough  to  teach  me  the  lesson; 
but  still,  my  darling,  you  will  always  have  a  child's 
face  to  me." 

"Am  I  much  changed?"  said  Agnes.  "I  ought  to 
be,  for  in  some  things  we  have  had  a  hard  life  —  and, 
father,  what  do  you  think  of  Roger?" 

She  fixed  her  eyes  upon  him   as  she  asked  this 
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question,  to  read  his  opinion  in  his  looks;  and  it  did 
not  occur  to  her  that  this  instant  introduction  of  an- 
other, even  though  it  was  her  husband,  into  their  first 
interview,  moved  Stanfiekl  with  a  sense  of  irritation 
strange  to  his  nature.  He  withdrew  his  hand  from  her 
head  before  he  replied. 

"  He's  thin  and  worn,  but  he'll  come  all  right  again 
at  Windholm,"  said  the  blacksmith,  who,  indeed,  be- 
lieved what  he  said,  not  being  gifted  with  the  clear- 
sightedness of  love  so  far  as  Roger  was  concerned. 
"It's  strange  to  think  it's  eight  long  years  since  you 
and  me  was  parted,  Agnes-,  and  you've  been  happy, 
little  one,  happy,  though  you've  been  so  far  away?" 

Agnes  paused  a  little,  and  smiled  such  a  smile  as 
went  to  Stanfield's  heart;  but  her  eyes  met  his  frankly, 
though  they  were  full  of  a  world  of  thoughts  and  re- 
collections of  which  he  felt  he  knew  nothing. 

"Happy,  and  very  sorrowful,"  she  said,  "and  glad, 
and  sometimes  like  to  die.  You  know,  father.  We 
have  had  the  sweet  and  the  bitter,  and  sometimes  the 
bitter  more  than  the  sweet." 

This  was  all  she  said  in  answer  to  his  anxious 
question;  and  Stanfiekl,  in  his  delicacy  and  tenderness, 
could  not  find  it  in  his  heart  to  ask  more.  He  suffered 
her  to  speak  of  the  children,  which  was  not  for  the 
moment  a  subject  to  which  he  turned  of  his  own  will; 
for,  good  as  he  was,  he  was  only  a  man,  and  it  was 
his  own  child  —  his  only  one,  whom  he  was  thinking 
of,  and  not  the  vague  descendants  whom  he  had  kissed, 
but  scarcely  noticed,  before  the  poor  little  creatures, 
pale  and  weary  with  their  long  journey,  were  taken  to 
bed.  And  then  again  they  stood  and  looked  at  each 
other  in  a  silence  that  was  more  expressive  than  words. 
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"I  will  not  go  with  yoii  to-morrow,"  said  Stanfield. 
"I'll  have  to  start  the  first  thing  in  the  morning  to  set 
everything  going,  and  I'll  see  you  at  home  when  you're 
settled  there.  No,  Agnes,  I'll  not  be  at  the  house 
when  you  arrive-,  I'll  come  in  the  evening  and  see  how 
you  are  all  settled ,  and  if  you  like  it.  Now,  little  one, 
go,  you've  cared  for  everybody;  go  yourself  and  get  a 
little  rest." 

"Yes,"  said  Agnes;  but  she  paused  and  hesitated, 
and  did  not  go  away.  Her  heart  Avas  like  his,  a  little 
disappointed  to  find  that  without  any  fault  on  either 
side  there  was  something  between  them  that  there  had 
not  used  to  be.  She  did  not  think  that  it  was  those 
eight  long  years,  during  which  almost  all  her  own  in- 
dividual life  had  been  lived,  and  all  the  changes  they 
had  made.  She  thought  her  father  was,  possibly,  dis- 
pleased, discontented,  dissatisfied  with  something  — 
perhaps  her  own  preoccupation,  or  Roger's  lightness  of 
speech.  "Yes,"  she  said,  with  a  lingering  doubt  in  her 
voice;  "but,  father,  you  have  not  said  that  you  are  glad 
to  see  us  home." 

"Have  not  I?"  said  the  blacksmith,  and  his  heart 
leaped  into  his  mouth  and  kept  him  from  speaking. 
"My  little  one,  I've  pined  and  longed  for  you  every 
day  for  eight  years.  I  never  was  given  to  much  speak- 
ing, and  I'm  confused  with  the  sight  of  so  much 
change.  I'll  tell  you  better  to-morrow,  when  I  see  you 
in  your  own  house,  all  I  have  to  say.  Good  night 
now,  my  darling,  and  go  and  sleep,  and  take  comfort 
and  get  yourself  refreshed.  It  makes  me  feel  dizzy 
and  queer  to  see  you  like  this,  but  to-mon-ow  it  will 
be  all  clear." 

And  with  that  salutation  he  kissed  her  and  went 
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his  way.  It  would  be  hard  to  say  what  thoughts  were 
in  his  mind  —  wonder,  perhaps,  in  the  first  place,  that 
his  child,  whom  he  had  nursed  so  fondly  and  watched 
so  carefully,  had  been  so  taken  out  of  his  hands,  and 
placed,  in  spite  of  all  his  precaution,  in  the  very  h»at 
and  front  of  the  conflict.  It  seemed  to  him  impossible, 
sometimes,  that  the  woman  from  whom  he  had  just 
parted,  so  full  of  duties,  and  appealed  to  on  every  side, 
was  indeed  the  same  as  his  child  Agnes  —  the  child  of 
his  imagination  and  of  his  heart,  from  whom  in  her 
youth  he  had  warded  off  all  trouble.  He  was  thirty 
years  older  than  she  was,  but  his  peaceful  life  had  not 
known  all  this  time  so  many  experiences  as  those  which 
were  crowded  into  eight  years  for  her.  Life  was  to  her 
more  heavy,  more  stormy,  a  more  dangerous  and  diffi- 
cult path  to  tread,  than  at  any  time  it  had  been  to 
him,  strong  man  as  he  was.  Was  it,  perhaps,  also 
more  sweet?  —  for  after  the  melting  of  Roger's  heart, 
Stanfield,  always  just,  could  not  blame  his  daughter's 
husband,  nor  feel  indignant,  as  he  had  at  one  moment 
done,  at  the  burden  she  had  to  bear,  and  the  many 
calls  upon  her.  If  she  had  been  unhappy  —  if  there 
had  been  any  complaint  in  her  heart,  she  would  never 
have  answered  his  questions  so  openly,  nor  confessed 
to  having  had  sometimes  more  bitter  than  sweet;  and 
yet  Stanfield  could  see,  notwithstanding,  that  the  per- 
fect union,  that  accord  of  mind  and  heart,  which  makes 
by  times  upon  earth  the  music  of  the  spheres,  had  not 
fallen  to  her  share.  He  knew  it  by  instinct,  he  could 
not  have  told  why  —  and  yet  she  was  not  unhappy, 
nor  was  there  anything  to  blame  her  husband  with.  As 
he  mounted  upstairs  to  the  humble  room  he  had  engaged 
for  himself,  he  turned  these  matters  over  in  his  mind, 

/' 


ONCE  MORE  IN   ENGLAND.  351 

and,  indeed,  they  kept  liim  from  sleeping  far  into  the 
night,  long  after  all  the  Trevelyans  were  resting  from 
their  fatigues. 

The  truth  was,  that  the  lot  which  had  fallen  to 
Agnes  was  the  common  lot,  neither  blessed  nor  miser- 
able, with  love  enough  and  happiness  enough  to  keep 
her  going,  and  support  her  under  the  fatigues  of  the 
way,  but  nothing  in  the  world  to  make  paradise,  or 
the  ideal  fate  for  which  dreamers  hope.  Either  it  was 
that  Agnes  was  not  a  common  woman ,  or  that  at  least, 
which  was  excusable  enough,  her  father  thought  she 
was  not,  and  that  accordingly  this  common  lot  seemed 
to  him  a  strange  lot,  less  suited  to  her  than  either 
blessedness  or  misery.  Stanfield  kept  thinking  of  it  in 
his  little  dark  room,  till  his  mind  was  too  much  be- 
wildered to  think  any  more;  and  then  he  said  his 
prayers  over  again,  simple  man  as  he  was,  with  an 
additional  supplication ,  which  was  not  so  much  a  prayer 
as  a  question  and  appeal-,  for  indeed  he  was  used  to 
do  all  his  thinking  in  the  sight  of  God  —  and  to  put 
that  question  which  he  could  not  solve,  into  the  hands 
of  Him  who  knows  all  things,  seemed,  after  all,  the 
only  way  to  dispose  of  it.  This  was  how  the  father 
and  daughter  had  their  first  meeting  after  so  many 
years. 
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